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You  are  saved  to  be    a     win-ner   of  souls,  Winner    of  souls,      winner  of  souls; 
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Too  are  saved  to  be    a     win-ner  of  souls  For  the  Saviour  who  loves  you  so. 
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1.  Inheav'nlylove  a-  bid-ing,  No  change  my  heart  shall  fear;  And  safe  is  such  con- 

2.  Wher-ev-er  He  may  guide  me,  No  want  shall  turn  me  back;  My  Shepherd  is  be- 

3.  Green  pastures  are  before  me,  Which  yet  1  have  not  seen;  Bright  skies  will  soon  be 
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fid  -  ing,  For  nothing  changes  here.  The  storm  may  roar  with  -  out  me, 
side  me,  And  nothing  can  I  lack.  His  wis-dom  ev  -  er  wak  -  eth, 
o'er  me,Wheredarkestcloudshavebeen.MyhopeIcan  -  notmeaa  -  ure, 
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The  storm  may  roar  with-out  me. 
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My  heart  may  low  be  laid,  But  God  is  round  a -bout  me,  Andean  I  be  dis- 
His  sight  is  nev- er     dim,    He  knows  the  way  He  taketh,  And  I  will  walk  with 
My  path  to  life    is     free,   My  Saviour  has  my  treas-ure,  And  He  will  walk  with 
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dis  -  mayed? 
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mayed?      But  God  is  round  a  -  bout  me ,  And  can 
Him;  He  knows  the  way  He  taketh,  And  I    , 

me;  My  Saviour  has  my  treasure ,  And  He 


I    be  dis-mayed? 
will  walk  with  Him. 
,  will  walk  with  me. 
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can   I     fee    dis  -  mayed? 


2  I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 

Catharine  Hankey.  William  G.  Fischer. 
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love  to  tell 

love  to  tell 

love  to  tell 

love  to  tell 


the  sto  -  ry, 

the  sto  -  ry; 

the  sto  -  ry; 

the  sto  -  ry, 


Of  nn  -  seen  things  a  -  bove,  Of 
More  won-  der  -  ful  it  seems  Than 
'Tis  pleasant  to  re  -  peat  What 
For  those  who  know  it     best    Seem 


Je  -  sus  and  His  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sns  and  His  love.  I  love  to 
all  the  gold  -  en  fan  -  cies  Of  all  our  gold  -  en  dreams.  I  love  to 
seems,each  time  I  tell  it,  More  won  -  der  -  ful  -  ly  sweet.  I  love  to 
hun-ger-ing  and  thirst-ing    To     hear  it  like  the   rest;  And  when,  in 
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tell  the  sto  -  ry,  Be  -  cause  I  know  'tis  tiue,  It  sat  -  is  -  fles  my 
tell  the  sto  -  ry,  It  did  so  much  for  me;  And  that  is  just  the 
tell  the  sto  -  ry,  For  some  have  nev  -  er  heard  The  mes  -  sage  of  sal- 
scenes  of  glo  -  ry,  I     sing  the  new,  new  song,  'Twill  be    the  old,  old 
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Chorus. 
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long  -  ings    As  noth  -  ing  else  can  do. 
rea  -  son     I    tell     it    now  to  thee, 
va    -  tion  From  God's  own  ho  -  ly  word, 
sto    -  ry    That  I    have  loved  so  long. 


I     love  to  tell  the  story   'Twill 
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be  my  theme  in  glo-ry,  To  tell  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry   Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 


Hugh  T.  Cameron. 


Gome  to  Him  Now. 
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1.  Je  -  ens    b    plead-ing  with  some-one  to  -  night,  Some-one  who's  still  on  -  der 

2.  Je  -  6us     is    plead-ing  with  some-one  to  -  night,  Some-one  who's  wandered  a- 
8.  Je  •  sos    is     plead-ing,  then  why  not  to  -night  Turn  and  make  Him  now  your 
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sin, ....       Think  -  ing    that  works    can       a  -  tone   for    the  past,  When  sal- 
way;...       Call   -   ing    you     back     from    the  path-way    of  sin,  He      is 
choice;         His      blood   will     blot      out      the    sin    of    your  past,  And  your 
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va  -  tion  is  on  -  ly  in  Him. 
waiting  in  mer-cy  to  -  day. 
heart  in  His  love  will  rt  -  joice. 
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Gome  to   Him  now,  make  no  de  -  lay, 
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He      is       the    Truth,  and   He      Is       the    Way;    Come,    be      at      rest, 
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Why    long  -  er    roam?    Je  -  bus    now  calls  you,  come  home,     come  home. 
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My  Grace  Is  Sufficient  for  Thee. 
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1 .  When  sin  -  ful   and  burdened  and  wea-ry ,  From  bondage     I  longed  to      be 

2.  Tho'  tempted    and  sad  -  ly    discouraged*,  My  soul   to    this    ref- uge  will 

3.  0      Lord,   I  would  press  on  with  courage,  Tlio' rug-ged    the  pathway  may 

4.  Soon,  soon  will  the  war-fare   be    o-  ver,  My  Lord  face  to     face    I    shall 
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flee, 
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There  came  to    my  heart  the  sweet  mes  -  sage:  "My  grace  is    suf- 

And  rest    in    the  bless  -  ed     as-sur-ance — "My  grace  is    suf- 

Sustained  and  up  -  held  by     the  prom- ise: — "My  grace  is     suf- 

And  prove  as     1    dwell  in     His  pres-ence: — His  grace  was  suf- 
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fi  -  cient  for 
fi  -  cient  for 
fi  -  cient  for 
fi  -  cient  for 


thee, 
thee, 
thee, 
me. 


"My  grace  is      suf  -  fi  -  cient  for  thee,  (for  thee,)  My 

Last  Chorus: 
His  grace  was  suf  -  fi  -  cient  for   me,  (for  me,)  His 
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grace  is    suf-fi  -  cient  for  thee,  (for  thee.)"  He  strengthens  my  soul  with  His 
grace  was  suf-li  -  cient  for   me.  (for  me.)  I'll   prove  as       I     dwell  in    His 
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prom  -   ise : 
pres  -   ence, 


My      grace     is     suf  -    fi  -   cient    for 
His     grace  was    suf  -    fi  -   cient    for 
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thee,  (for 
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me.) 


___«■ 


S*. 3 


International  Copyright,    1925,   by   Herbert  G.   Tovcy 


Not  What  These  Hands  Have  Done. 


Horatius  Bonar 


Herbert  G    Tovey 
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Not  what  these  hands  have  done  (have  done)  Can  save       my   guilt  -  y 
Not  what     I       feel      or       do     (or    do)  Can  give       me  peace  with 
Thy  love     to      me       a  -  lone — (a- lone)  Not  mine,     ()     Lord,    to 
No    oth  -  er    work  save  Thine-(save  Thine)  Nought  save  Thy  blood — will 
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soul;  (my  soul,)  Not     what      this   toil  -    ing 
God;  (with  God;)  Not       all        my  prayers,  and 
Thee— (to Thee-) Can       rid       the   heart      of 
do:  (will  do:)   No  strength,  save  that     which 
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un  -  rest, 
di  -    vine, 
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Can 
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Je  -  sus,    can  cleanse  my  soul    from  sin;  (from  sin;)  Thy  Word  a-lone, 
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Lamb     of      God,  Can 


give       me    peace    with     -    in!  (with-in!) 
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Rejoice. 
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1.  Re  -  joicel 

2.  Re  -  joice! 

3.  Re  -  joice! 

4.  Be  -  hold! 


Re  -  joice, 
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re  -  joice!  the  great     Je  -  ho  -  vah  reigns, 

re  -  joice!  the    Sav  -  iour   came     to     die, 

re  -  joice!  He  saves     in      won  -  drous  pow'r 

be  -  hold!  for     lo!      the    watch  -  man  cries, 

re  -  joice, 
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And  sin   shall  lose  do  -  min  -  ion    with    its 

And  now    He    in  -  ter  -  cedes  for     all    His 

The  one   who  ful  -  ly    trusts  Him    ev  -  'ry 

"The  Sav -iour  Christ  of       glo  -  ry  comes   in 
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earth-ly     chains; 
own    on    high; 
day    and  hour; 
yon  -  der  skies,' ' 


Re  -  joice, 
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Re -joice! 
Look  up! 
Re -joice! 
Re -joice! 

Re  -  joice, 


re  -  joice! 
look  up! 
re  -  joicel 
re  -  juice! 


for     He     who  came  to     say 

be  -  hold     the  Prince  of   peace, 

He    leads  them  from  a  -  bove, 

for      ran  -  somed  souls  and    free 
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Has    con-quered  death,  and  rose      a      Vic  -  lor      o'er     the     grave. 

He       lives     to  give  the  bur-dened  spir  -  it      sweet     re  -  lease. 

And     fills  them  with  His  Spir-   it     and      His    match -less     love. 

Shall   then     be   with  their  Sav  -  iour     for        e    -    ter  -    ni    -    ty. 
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He  Lives. 


J    H.  Sammis 


James  G.  Garth 
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On  Cal  -  va  -  ry  my  Sav-iour  died  Where  for  my  sins  He 
Death  captive  held  Him  but  an  hour,  My  ev  -  er  -  liv-ing 
He  bore  with -in  the  Ho  -  ly  place,  The  precious  drops  He 
Kow  far  a  -  bove  the  highest  heav'n,  He's  seat  -ed  in  my 
And  soon  with  all  His  saints  He'll  bring  The  glo  -  ry      as    He 
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He    rose,  and     I      am 
He    rose     in     glo  -  ry 
And  sprinkled  there  the 
And  grace  for    all    my  i 
,        Loud  shall  the  hal  -  le  - 
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dead, 
dead, 
dead, 
dead, 
dead. 
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jus  -  ti   -  fied; 
and     in    pow'r; 
Throne  of  (irace 
leed    is    giv'n; 
lu-jahs    ring- 
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He  lives, 
lie  lives, 
He  lives, 
He  lives, 
-He  lives, 
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Who  once  was 
Who  once  was 
Who  once  was 
Who  once  was 
Who  once  was 
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He  rose    a     vie -tor  o'er  the  grave;    He  lives  ex-alt-ed    now 


He  lives    to  plead  my  cause  on  high;  He  lives  to  guide  me  with  His  eve; 
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He  lives    to  bring  me    to    the  sky    And    I  shall  see  Him  bye  and  bve. 
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8  I'll  Praise  Him  More  and  More! 

Blanche  Clapper.  J.  E.  Delmarter. 
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1.  For  what  the  Sav-iour  did    forme     Up  -  on    the  cross  of  Cal-va-ry, 

2.  Be-cause,  for  my  lost  soul,  to  prove  The  depth  and  sweetness  of    His  love, 

3.  Be-cause  He  paid  the  debt  for  me,  And  gave  my  soul  sweet  lib  -  er  -  ty, 

4.  Be-cause    I  know  that  He   will  come  To  bear  my  wea  -  ry  spir  -  it  home, 
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With  joy    thro'  all        e  -  ter   -  ni  -  ty,  I'll  praise  nim  more  and  morel 

He    left      His  Fa  -  ther's  house  a-bove,  I'll  praise  Him  more  and  morel 

For  -  ev  -   er  His      my  love    shall  be —  I'll  praise  Him  more  and  more! 

When  here    be-low       I  cease      to  roam,  I'll  praise  Him  more  and  more! 
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Chorus. 
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I'll  praise  Him  more  and  more !  Yes,  praise  Him  more  and  more ! 

I'll  praise  Him  more  and  more!  Yes,  praise  Him  more  and  more! 
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ges  roll,    my  ran  -  somed  soul    Shall  praise  Him  more  and  morel 
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The  Day  of  All  Days. 


James  M.  Black. 
SOLO. 


International  copyright,  1931,  by  Herbert  O.  Tovoy.       Herbert  G*  Tovey. 
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1.  Time  with  its  tern-pests    is    pass  -  ing    a  -  way,  Some  day,  and  soon  it  may 

2.  Oh,    what  a    won  -  der  -  ful   joy    to    be  there,  Prais-ing  the  Lamb  that  was 

3.  That    is    the  won -der -ful    day   of    all  days,  That  day  when  time  shall  be 
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be,  Je  -  80s  will  come,  oh,  that  glo   •   ri  -  ons  day!   Com  -  ing    in 

slain;       Ris  -  ing    to    meet  Him,  caught  up     in    the  air.     Oh,    He      is 
o'er;         Tongues  of  all    na  -  tions  will  eing     of    His  praise  On    fair     e  - 
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is    com -Ing  at    last, 
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glo  -  ry  for    me.      (for  me). 

com-ing  a  -  gain,    (a  -  gain).  The  day    of    all  days 

ter  -  ni  -  ty's  shore, 

e  -  ter-ni-ty*s  6hore. 
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The    day    of    all  days  when  sorrows  are  past,    The 


day    of    all  days  when 
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I  through  His  grace  Shall    see    with  de  •  light  His 
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won  -  der-ful  face. 
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All  Hall  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name! 


E.  Pbbronbt. 
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(DIADEM.) 
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1.  All   hail    the  power     of  Je  -    sus' name!  Let  an  -  gels  prostrate  fall, 

2.  Ye    cho  -  sen  seed       of  Is  -  rael's  race,  Ye  ran-somed  from  the  fall, 

3.  Let   ev  -  'ry  kin  -  dred,  ev    -  'ry  tribe  On  this    ter- res -trial  ball, 

4.  0     that  with  yon   -    der  sa   -  cred  throng  We  at     His  feet  may  fall, 
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Let  an  -  gels   pros-trate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al      di   -  a  -  dem, 

Ye  ran-somed  from  the    fall,  Hail  Him  who  saves   you   by    His  grace, 

On  this   ter  -  res  -  trial  ball,  To     Him  all    maj  -  es  -  ty      as-cribe, 

We  at     His  feet   may  fall!  We'll  join  the  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  song, 
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And     crown Him,      crown  Him, 
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And  crown  Him,   crown  Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 
And     crown Him,       crown  Him, 
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And  crown  Him,  crown  Him,    crown  Him,        crown 
crown  Him,  crown  Him,    . 
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all,  crown  Him,  And  crown  Him        Lord         of       all! 

crown    .....    Him,    i       |^^  ^Tj 
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Him, 


And  crown  Him  Lord       of      all. 


11 


Why  Will  You  Do  Without  him! 


Prances  R.  Havergal 


Ivy  E.  Craig. 
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1.  I      could  not  do  without  Him! 


Je-sus  is  more  to  me  Than    all  the 

2.  You  need  not  do  without  Him,       For  He  is  pass-ing  by;        He  is  wait-ing 

3.  What  will  you  do  without  Him?    When  He  hath  shut  the  door,  And    you  are 

4.  Why  should  you  do  without  Him?        It    is  not  yet  too  late;       He      has  not 
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rich-est,  fair-est  gifts  Of       earth  could  ev  -  er    be; But  tt 

to      be    gra-cious,    On  -  ly  wait  -  ing  for  your  cry; He    is  wait-ing 


But  the  more  I 


left  out  -  side  be-cause  You 
closed  the  day  of  grace,  He 


would  not  come  be -fore?...  When     it      is 
has  not  shut  the  gate....  He      calls  you  1— 
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find  Him  pre- cious,  And  the  more  I  find  Him  true,  The    more   I  long  for 
to     re-ceive  you—  To     make  you  all  His    own,  Why  will   you  do  with- 
in)  use  knock-ing,    No      use  to  stand  and  wait,  For  the  word  of  doom  tolls 
Oh,  He  calls  you!    He    would  not  have  you  go      An  -  oth  -  er  step  with- 
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Chorus. 
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you  to  find  What  He  can  be    to    you. 

out      Him,  And  wan-der  on     a  -  lone?      Why  will  you  do  with-out  Him? 

thro>urbreast,Thatter-ri-ble,  "Too  late!" 

out       Him,  Be-cause  He  loves  you  so. 
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Is  He  not  kind  in-deed?  Did  He  not  die  to  save  you?    Is  He  not  all  you  need? 
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From  Poems— Frances  R.  Havergal.    Used  by  permission  of  E.  P.  Datton  and  Company, 
Copyright,  1920 
Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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Why  Not  Say  Yes  To-night? 


Effie  Welijs  Loucks. 
Duet 


Louis  D.  Eichhorn. 


t    h    h 


*=£ 


A— t^ 


£=t 


^^^4^**^ 


1.  0      why  not  say   yes     to    the    Sav-iour  to-night?    He's  ten  -  der  -  ly 

2.  For  with  you  the    Spir  -  it   will    not    al-ways  plead—  0     do   not  re- 

3.  Take  Christ  for  yoor  Sav-iour,  then   all   shall  be  well,   The  mor-row  let 

^_   __£_  _  _s_.._.  .„._ 


sas 


plead-ing  with  thee  To  come  to  Him  now  with  thy  sin-bur-den'd  heart 
ject  Him  to  -  night!  To -mor-row  may  bring  you  the  dark-ness  of  death, 
bring  what   it       may;    Hid  love  shall  pro-tect  you,  His    spir -it  shall  guide, 
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Chorus. 
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For  par-don     so    full  and     so    free 

so  free. 

Un-brok-en    by    heav-en  -  ly    light Why  not   say  yes      to- 

heav-'nly  light. 

And  safe  -  ly  keep  you    in   His    way 

His  way.    Why    not    say      yes  to    the 
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night?  Why 

8av-iour  to-night?    Say 
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not?  Why       not?  While  He  so  gen-tly,  so 

Yes!     Say  Yes! 


Why  not  say  Yes?    Why  not  to-night? 
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ten  -der  -  ly     pleads,     0     ac  -  cept     Him     to-night!...... 

_  ac-cept  Him  to-night! 
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Harry  Dixon  Loes 


When  I  See  His  Face. 

Copyright,  1920,  by  Herbert  0.  Torey. 


Hilda  B.  Tovey. 
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1.  Oft-en  have  I  won-dered  why  the  King  of  glo  -  ry  Chose    to  give  Himself     a 

2.  In  this  world  of  sin     I    could  not  live  without  Him,  He  whose  lov-ing  kind-ness 

3.  To  this  faithful  Friend  of  sin-ners    I     am  cling-ing,  Rest-ing  on    His  mer-cies 
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ran  -  somfor  my  soul;    But  when  I  have  fin-ished   tell  -  ing  here  the  Bto-ry, 

has  been  great  in  -  deed;  Constant  are  His  arms  of  pow'r  and  love  a-bout   me, 

I      am  sat  -  is  -  fied;    All      a  -  long  the  way   my  trust-ing  heart  is   sing-ing, 
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I  shall  learn  why  grace  so  free  has  made  me  whole. 

While  I  prove  each  moment  He  is  all    I     need.    I  shall  know  it    f ul  -  ly   on    the 
I  shall  know  Him  bet-ter  on  the  oth  -  er   side. 
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shore,  Why  His  love  so  deigned  to  offer  me  His  grace;  Then  with  clearer 
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I  shall  love  Him  more,  I  shall  know  it    f ul-ly  when  I      see    His   face 
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Walking  in  the  Promises. 


2  Peter  1:  4. 


Herbert  G.  Tovet. 


I.  Walk-ing  in 
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the  prom  -  is  -  es,  the  Word  of  God, 

2.  Walk-ing  in    the  prom  -  is  -  es    of  God    on    high, 

3.  Walk-ing  in    the  prom  -  is  -  es,  from  doubting  free, 

4.  Life  lights  up  with  glo  -  ry  when  the  sin  -  sick  soul 
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Trust-ing  in 

Trust  ing  in 

Trust -ing  in 

(Trust-ing  in 
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blood  of  Je  -  bus;  Moving  onward,  upward,  treading  where  He  trod, 

blood  of  Je  -  sus;  Prom  -  is  -  es  will  point  me  to  the  home  on    high, 

blood  of  Je  -  sus;  Claiming  ev-'ry  promise  that  ap  -  plies    to     me, 

blood  of  Je  -  sus;)  Claims  the  precious  promises,  and    is  made  whole 
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Trust-ing    in    the  blood  of  Je 

Of  -  fered  thro'  the  blood  of  Je 

Trust-ing    in    the  blood  of  Je 

Trust-ing    in    the  blood  of  Je 


Chords. 
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Walk-ing    up -ward  in    the 
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nar  -  row    way,    In  God's  word  I'm  trusting    ev  -  'ry    day,      Life      is 
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In  the  middle  of  one  of  his  sermons,  Steve  Burke,  an  American  Evangelist,  in  commenting 
on  the  fact  that  many  of  the  promises  of  God  are  effectual  for  the  Christian  every  day  and  that 
the  Christian  should  live  and  walk  by  them,  said;  "There  is  a  hymn  entitled  'Standing  on  the 
Promises;'  that  is  good;  but,  I  would  like  to  see  a  hymn  written  expressing  the  Christian's 
daily  walk,  and  called.  '  Walking  in  the  Promises.'"  Before  that  service  closed,  the  words  and 
music  of  this  song  had  been  written. 

Copyright,  1915,  by  Herbert  G.  Tpvey. 


Walking  in  the  Promises.    GonGluded. 
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hap  -  py  as    I  watch  and  pray,  I'm  walking  in    the  prom  -is  -  es     of  God, 

E=E-v 


I4U 


i 


15 


Are  You  Washed  in  the  Blood? 


E.  A.  H. 


BY  PERMISSION. 


M.  104: 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman 
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1.  Have  you  been    to     Je-sus  for  the  cleansing  pow'r?  Are  you  washed  m  the 

2.  Are    youwalk-ing    dai-ly  by  the  Sav-ior's  side?  Are  you  washed  in  the 

3.  When  the  Bridegroom  cometh  will  your  robes  be  white,  Pure  and  white  in  the 

4.  Lay     a  -  side  the  garments  that  are  stained  with  sin,  And  be  washed  in  the 
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blood  of  the  Lamb?  Are  you  full  -  y  trusting  in  His  grace  this  hour?  Are  you 
blood  of  the  Lamb?  Do  you  rest  each  moment  in  the  Cru  -  ci  -  tied?  Are  you 
blood  of  the  Lamb?  Will  your  soul  be  ready  for  the  mansions  bright,  And  be 
blood  of  the  Lamb;  There's  a  fountain  flowing  for  the  soul  un-clean.  Oh,  be 
D .  S . — A  re  your  garments  spotless? A  re  they  wh  ite  as  snow? A  re  you 
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Fine.  Chorus. 


washed  in  the  blood    of  the  Lamb?  Are  you  washed  in  the 

washed  in  the  blood     of  the  Lamb?  Are    you  washed 
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blood,  In  the  soul-cleansing  blood  of    the  Lamb? 

in    the  blood,  J  f)  of     the  Lamb? 
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Beneath  the  Gross  of  Jesus. 


Elizabeth  C.  Clephane. 


Fredebjck  C.  Maker. 
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1.  Be-neath 

2.  Up  -  on 

3.  I     take, 


the  cross    of      Je  - 

that  cross  of   Je  - 

0  cross,  thy  shad  - 
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sus       I     fain  would  take  my  stand, 
sus   Mine  eye       at  times  can     see 
ow     For  my       a  -  bid  -  ing  -  place: 
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The  shad  -  ow  of 
The  ver  -  y  dy< 
I       ask     no    oth 


a    might-y 
ing   form  of 


Rock  With  -  in       a  wear  -  y 

One  Who     suf  -  fered  there  for 

er     sun-shine  than  The     sun -shine  of  His 


land; 
me: 
face; 
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A  home  with  -  in  the  wil-der- 
And  from  my  smit-ten  heart  with 
Con  -  tent     to     let   the  world  go 

h 


ness,    A     rest     up  -  on    the 

tears  Two  won  -  ders    I      con  ■ 

by,    To  know    no  gain  nor 


way, 
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From  the  burn-ing  of  the  noon-tide  heat,  And  the  bur-den  of  the  day. 
The    won-ders  of  His  glo-rious  love  And      my  ownworthlessness. 
My      sin  -  ful  self  my  on  -  ly  shame,  My     glo  -  ry  all  the  cross.  A-men. 
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Elizabeth  Reed 


0  Do  Not  Let  the  Word  Depart. 


J.  B.  Dykes 
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1.  O    do  not   let    the  word  depart,  And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light! 

2.  To-morrow's  snn  may  never  rise    To  bless  thy  long-de  -  In  -  ded  sight: 

3.  Our  God,  in  pit  y,    lin-gers  still;  And  wilt  thou  thus  His  love  re-quite? 

4.  The  world  has  nothing  new  to  give;  It    has   no  true,  no  pure  de  -  light: 


0  Do  Not  Let  the  Word  Depart.    Gonduded. 


Poor  sin  -  ner,  harden  not  thy  heart;  Thou  wouldst  be  sav  d,  why  not  to  -  night? 
This  is  the  time — oh,  then,  be  wise!  Thou  wouldst  be  sav'd,  why  not  to  -  night? 
Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will;  Thou  wouldst  be  sav'd,  why  not  to  -  night? 
Look  now  to  Je-sus  Christ  and  live!  Thou  wouldst  be  sav'd,  why  not  to-night? 
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Jesus  Paid  it  All. 


Mrs.  E.  M.  Hall. 


John  T.  Grape. 
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1.  I  hear  the  Sav-iour  say:  "Thy  strength  indeed  is  small;  Child  of  weakness, 

2.  Lord,  now  in-deed  I  find  Thy  power,  and  Thine  a-lone,  Can  change  the 

3.  For  noth-ing  good  have  I  Where-by  Thy  grace  to  claim;  I'll    wash    m] 
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r  or  noui-ing  go 
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Chorus. 


■31     u^u  I 


watch  and  pray,    Find  in  Me   thine  All     in    all. 
lep  -  er's  spots,   And      melt     the  heart  of  stone, 
gar-ments  white     In  the  blood    of  Cal-v'ry's  Lamb. 


Je  -  sus  paid  it     all, 


All  to  Him  I  owe;    Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain, He  washed  it  white  as  snow! 
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How  Great  is  the  Love  of  My  Saviour! 


Lewis  S.  Chafer 


Mrs.  Lewis  S.  Chafer 


IP 

How  great  is     the  love   of    my  Sav-iour  Who  bore  all  my  guilt  on    the 

I  know  in      the    Vi  -  ges     be-fore    me    The  weight  of  Mis  glo  -  ry     I'll 

lie    took  me  from  sands  ev  -  er  sinking,    And    lift  -  ed  me     up  with  His 

\\  hat  pow  er    can    al  -  ter   His  purpose?  What  creature  can  sep  -  a  -  rate 


r 


M 


*=* 


m 


com-passed  sin's  judgments  for  -  ev  -  er, 
dwell  in  the  light  of  His  pres-ence 
placed  my      feet    firm    and      un  -  chang-ing 


And 
In    the 
On 


From  the    love     of      my     God    who    now  saves    me?      For  the 


bade  me  be  -  lieve  and  be  free! 
place  He  has  gone  to  pre  -  pare. 
Him  where  I  stand  free  from  harm, 
flood  gates     of     grace  are      set     free. 


The  mer'-cy    of    God    is     be- 


m 
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Thou  Alone,  Lord  Jesus. 


Anor 


Harmonized  by  R.  L.  Haslup 


Ed.  Maurer 


1.  Thou         a  -  lone,  Lord 

2.  J  lea  its  bowed  down  with 

3.  World  -  ly       joy       is 

1 ^ 1 1. 


Je  -  sus, 
sad  -  ness, 
fleet   -  ing— 


canst 
la   - 
van 


true 

den 

i    - 


peace   im   -    part, 

with  their       sin, 

ty        it    -    self; 


l&feSfe 


'-M- 


Pll 


422. 


3*i 


$=t 


-&- 


i=S 


ft* 


F^F5 


Thou 
Thro' 
Vain 
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dost  know  the  sor  -  row  of  the  hu-man  heart,  Thou  who  cam'st  from 
Thy  blood,  Lord  Je  -  sus,  bold-ly  en  -  ter  in,  Glad- ly  hear  Thee 
the  daz-zling  brightness,  vain   the  stores  of  wealth;  Vain  the  pomp  and 


fcfc 
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glo 

call 
glo 
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2dc 
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ry 
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here   that   heart     to     win,     And    in    love 

'Come    to      Me      and    rest,"  Lose  their  heav 

on  -    ly    Thou  canst  give  Peace  and  sat 
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for    sin  -  ners 

-  y      bur  -  den 

is   -  f ac  -  tion, 
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suffer 
on 


1ST. 


-Z5T" 


-dst  once 


for 
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sin  !  There  is  none,  Lord  Je 
Thy  lov-ing  breast.  There  is  none,  Lord  Je 
whilst  on  earth  we   live.  There  is  none,  Lord  Je 


sus,  there  is  none  like 
sus,  there  is  none  like 
sus,  there    is    none  like 
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The  Suffering  Saviour. 


H.  A.  Ironside 
Solo 


BE 
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Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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In  -  the  dark  -ness,  blind-ly  gro-ping,  Cursed  by  sin,  you've  wander'd 
Oh,  draw  near  in  awe  and  won  -  der,  Con-tem-plate  Him  hang-ing 
Lis  -  ten  to  His  cry  of  an-guish,  "Why,  O  God,  dost  thou  for- 
"It     is     fin-ished,"  hear  Him  cry- ing,   Nothing  more    re-mains  to 


long;  Christ-re  -  ject-ing,  vain  -  ly  hop  -  ing  Peace  to  find  in  paths  of 
there;  On  Plis  great  a  -  tonement  pon-der: —  Can  it  be  you  do  not 
sake?"  Why  must  He  in  sor-  row  Ian  -  guish?  Why  the  cup  of  judgment 
do,        He  has    set -tied    by   His  dy  -  ing,    Ev  - 'ry  claim  God  had 'gainst 


BEEE 


E    h 


W 


wrong:  Hast'ning  downward  to  de-struction,  Seeking  that  which  is  but 
care?  Lift-ed  high,  'twixt  earth  and  heaven, — Blessed  Lamb  for  sin  -  ners 
take?  In  His  Word  you  find  the  answer, 'Twas  for  you  His  life  He. 
you.       Oh,    be-  lieve  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry;  Trust  a  -  lone  His  sav  -  ing 


dross, — Pause,  I  pray  you,  wea-ry  wand'rer,  Lift  your  eyes  to  Calvary's  cross, 
slain; — He  is  dy-ing -spurned,  rejected -Crowned  with  thorns  and  racked  with  pain, 
gave,  He  Him-self  could  not  de  -  liv  -  er,  If  your  soul  from  wrath  He'd  save. 
grace,  Then  when  He  returns  in    glo  -  ry,  You  shall  see  Him  face  to  face. 
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H.  A.  Ironside 
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The  Suffering  Saviour. 

(Second  Tune) 
Congregational 


C.  and  F.  Jouard 
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1.  In     the  dark  -ness,  blind  -ly   grop  -  ing,  Cursed  By  sin,  you've  wander'd  long; 

2.  Oh,  draw  near    in       awe  and  won  -  der,   Contemplate   Him  hanging  there; 

3.  Lis-ten    to       His     cry     of    an-guish,  "Why,  0    God,  dost  Thou  for  sake?" 

4.  "It    is     fin  -  ished,'' hear  Him  cry -ing,  Noth-ing  more    remains    to      do, 
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Christ-re  -  ject  -  ing, 
On      His  great      a  - 
Why  must    He      in 
He      has      set  -  tied 

mm              m               m              9           m           |                            -n               #           £/ 

vain  -  ly     hop    -  ing  Peace  to     find      in  paths  of  wrong: 

tone-ment  pon  -  der: — Can    it      be      you    do    not  care? 

sor  -  row     Ian  -  guish?  Why  the  cup      of  judgment  take? 

by  His      dy  -  ing,     Ev  -  'ry  claim  God  had  'gainst  you. 
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Hast'ningdown-ward  to  de  -  struc-tion,  Seek  ing  that  which  is  but 
Lift  -  ed  high, 'twixt  earth  and  heav  -  en, — Bless-ed  Lamb  for  sin-ners 
In  His  Word  you  find  the  an  -  swer, 'Twas  for  you  His  life  lie 
Oh      be  -  lieve    the    won-drous  sto  -    ry;    Trust  a  -  lone    His   sav-ing 
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dross, — 
slain;— 
gave, 
grace, 
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Pause, I  pray  you,  wea -ry  wand-'rer,  Lift  your  eyes  to  Calvary's  cross. 
He  is  dy  -  ing, -spurned,  re  ject  -  ed, — Crowned  with  thorns  and  racked  with  pain. 
He  Him-  self  could  not  de  -  liv  -  er,  If  your  soul  from  wrath  He'd  save. 
Then  when  He      re  -  turns  in     glo  -  ry,     You  shall  see    Him  face  to     face. 
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Nothing  But  Blood,  the  Precious  Blood. 


Q.  Kettlewell 
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Herbert  Q.  Tovey 

4_J — -fc- 


1.  Nothing  but  blood,(  His  blood,)  the  pre-cious  blood  (the  blood)  Of  Christ,  can 

2.  And  they  who  would  (who  would)  a  -  tonement  buy,  (would  buy,)  With  wealth  or 

3.  Without  the  blood  (the  blood)  there  can-not    be  (can't  be)    Re  -  mis  -  sion 

4.  O,     unsaved  one,  (lost  one,)  this  word  believe:  (be-lieve:)  "For  the      un- 
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purge  the  soul  from  sin;  (from sin;)  lie  free  -  ly  gave  (He  gave)  the  cleansing 
works,  but  build  in  vain;  (in  vain;)  "The  soul  that  sin  -  (that  sin-)  eth,  it  shall 
from  the  guilt  of  sin;  (of  sin;)  But  Calv'ry's  fount  (the  fount)  is  flow-ing 
god-  ly    Jesus  died,"  (He  died,)  And  thus,  thro' faith,(thro' faith,)  the  gift     re- 
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flood,  (the flood,)  And  all  are  saved  who  trust  there-in.(there-in.) 

die,"  (shall  die,)  Except  the  blood  has  cleansed  the  stain,  (the  stain.)    A  -  bove  the 

free     (is     free)   To     an  -  y    who  will  trust  therein. (therein.) 

ceive,  (re-ceive,)  And  "by  the  blood  be    jus  -  ti  -  fled." 

(jus  -   ti  -   fied.) 
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silver  and      the    gold,  (the  gold, )  And  all  he  wealth  of  worlds  un  -  told,     The  precious 
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blood  (the  blood)  of  Je-sus   Christ 


Is    still  the  gift  of  love  unpriced,  (unpriced.) 


1/ 

my  Lord 
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Nearer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Near-er,  Lord,  our  souls  would  be,  Clos  -  er  drawn  by  faith  to  Thee: 
Near-er,  Lord,  our  souls  would  be,  Still  by  faith  be-hold  -  ing  Thee, 
Nearer,  Lord,  our  souls  would  be,  More  and  more  conformed  to  Thee : 
0       to  feel!     to  know,  to     see  Heavenly    rest,  our  home,  and  Thee, 


--*=-£ 


Faith  that  from     e  -    ternal  springs  Life  and  health  and  com  -  fort  brings. 
Where  Thoud well-eat,  veiled  in  light,  Cir-cled  round  with    glo  -  ry    bright, 
Near-er,   Lord,  the     ho  -  ly  place  Where  the  saints  be  -  hold  Thy  face. 
Where  our  harps    at-tuned    to  praise  No-  bier  songs  of      joy  shall  raise. 
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Chorus 
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Grant  our  prayers,  di-rect    our  way,  Draw  us      up- ward  day    by    day 
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To    Thyself,  that 
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One      in  heart  and 
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G.  W.  Sederquist 


Only  a  Little  While 

(May  be  used  as  a  Solo) 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 


lit- tie  while  to  walk  with  wea-ry     feet,  On-  ly 

lit- tie  while  to  spread  the  truth  a  -  broad,  On  -  ly 

lit-  tie  while,  then  deathshall  be  withdrawn,  On  -  ly 

lit- tie  while;  Lord,  let  Thy  kingdom  come,  On  -  ly 


r* 


mm 
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lit- tie  while  the  storms  of    life    to    meet;  On  -  ly  a    little  while  to 

lit  tie  while   to     tes  -  ti  -  fy    for   God;  On  -  ly  a    lit-tle  while,  the 

lit-  tie  while,  then  pain  and  tears  are  gone;  On  -  ly  a    lit-tle  while,  then 

lit-  tie  while,  Thy  peo-ple  sigh  for  home;  On  -  ly  a    little  while,  the 


tread  the  thorn  y    way, 

time    is    fleet-ing  fast, 

by   the  crvs  -  tal  sea, 

ci  -  ty  bring  to   sight, 
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On-  ly  a  lit-tle  while,  then  comes  the  per-  feet  day. 
On-  ly  a  lit-tle  while,  earth's  sorrows  all    are  past. 
On- ly  a  lit  tie  while,  then  im-mor-tal  -  i  -   ty. 
On-  ly  a  lit-tle  while,  come  end  earth's  dreary  night. 


±=t 
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Chorus 
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Then  we'll  wait  a 

we'll  wait 


X  XJ 

little  while,  Yes,  we'll  wait 


and  with  a  smile 
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we'll  wait 
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We  will  wait  a    lit  tie  while,  Till  the  Saviour  calls,  come  home. 

will  wait  come  home. 
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There  Was  a  Gross. 


Will  A.  Robertson 
Arr.  by  Herbert  G.  Tovey 


There  was 
There  was 
There  is 
There  is 


cross, 
grave, 
throne 
home, 


a     cru  -  el     cross,  That  bore     a 

a    lone  -  ly  grave,  Where  Christ  the 

a  pure  white  throne,  Where  God  the 

a  peace-  ful  home,    On     Canaan's 


gift 

Sav 
Fath 
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so 

-  iour 

er 
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rare;  A  sac-  ri  -  fice  our  souls  to  free  From  death  and  Sa  -  tan's  snare. 
lay*  He  rose  a  -  gain  tri  -  umphantly,  Praise  God,  He  reigns  to  -  day. 
reigns;  Christ  in-ter-cedes  at  His  right  hand,  Re-liev  -  ing  all  our  pains. 
shore,  Millions  hare  travel'd  to  that  land,  There's  room  for  millions  more. 
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Chorus 
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His  life  He  gave, thy  soul    to    save, OnHimthine 

thy  soul     to  save, 
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His  life  He  gave, 


S=*Eft=t 


fete4 


E£ 


-ai— *- 


spi 


£— 1«- 


v-=v- — 


i^a 


s 


-e= 


-d- 


q: 


is 


i  -  3 

ev  -  'ry    sin    was    laid; His  life  He  gave, con- 

thy    sin  was  laid;  His  life  He  gave, 
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quer'd  the    grave, O     dy  -  ing     man,  thy  debt    He     paid. 

conquer'd  the  grave, 
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Will  You  Be  There? 

(Home  Sweet  Home) 


H.  R.  Bishop 


1.  By       faith     in      a      glo  -   ri  -  fied  Christ  on  the  throne,   We 

2.  We're  watching  for     Je  -  sus,  Who  en     -  tered  with  -  in       The 

3.  We're  wait  -  ing   for     Je   -  sus;  His  prom  -  ise  is      plain,    His 

4.  In  the  home  of    our  Fath  -  er    the  ban    -  quet  is    spread,  There  the 
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give      up    the    joys     of    the     world    to     its    own;    As     Strang  ers  and 
ho  -    liest    of     all,  when  He    put        a  -  way    sin;      A      place    in     the 
Word's  sure  and  steadfast,  He's  com  -  ing     a  -  gain;     A      num-ber  -  less 
na    -    ked  are  clothed  and  the     hun  -  gry    are     fed;    The   house    is     fast 
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pil  -  grims    we       plain  -     ly 

glo   -    ry     He's      gone  to 

peo  -   pie     will       meet  in 
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to    spare ;    Not  a    seat  will  be 
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with  Him;  But  will  you  be  there? 

deemed  them;  But  will  you  be  there? 

va  -  cant;  But  will  vou  be  there? 


Home,  home,         sweet,  sweet 
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He  Died  for  You,  for  Me. 


C.  F.  Warren 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 


1.  O,  love    so   won-  der-ful,    so  true, 'Twas  Je  -  sus' love  for  me,  for    you, 

2.  O   love  that  won  this  heart  of  mine  And  grace  that  makes  me,  Saviour,  Thine, 

3.  O    love  that  keeps  me  day  by  day,    A  light  that  shines  up-on   my   way, 
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By  blood  a  -  lone  the  debt  was  paid,  This  was  the  sac  -  ri  -fice  He  made. 
A  joy  comes  down  from  Him  a-bove,  'Tis  found  a  -  lone  in  Je  -  sus'  love. 
It      fills  my  soul  with  life  di  -  vine,    For   I     am  His  and  He     is  mine. 
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He  died    for  you,     He  died  for  me,   He  suf-fered  in   deep  ag  -  o  -  ny. 
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He   died  for  you,  He     died  for   me,  Yes,  Je  -  sus  died  for   you,  forme. 
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Edmund  Pillifant 


My  Old  Bible. 


Jean  Howard 
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1.  Tho'  the   cov  -  er      is 

2.  When  I  prayerful  -  ly 

3.  To      this  Book  1      will 

worn, 
look 
cling, 
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And  the 
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vorth  1     will 
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sing,  Tho'  great 
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pleasures  and  treas-ures 
loss  -  es    and  cross  -  es 
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tears; 

see; 

mine: 


Yet  more  precious  than   gold     Is    the 

Man  -  y       to-kens      of    love  From  the 

For      I      can  -  not  des-  pair,  Tho'  sur- 
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Book,  worn  and  old,  That  can  shatter   and  scatter  my  fears 

Fath  -  er       a  bove,  Who  is  near-  est  and  dearest  to   me.  This  old  Book  is  my 

round  -ed     by   care,  While  possessing  this  blessing  divine. 
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guide,  'Tis  a  friend  by 


lighten  and  brighten  my  way;  And  each 
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promise  I  find  Soothes  and  gladdens  my  mind  As  I  read  it  and  heed  it  to-day. 
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Ghrist  Is  Everything  to  Me. 


Keith  L.  Brooks 


4JW=r^~T? 


1.  Thru  the  cross  where  Je  -  sus  died, 

2.  Thru  His  prayer  that  must    a   -  vail, 

3.  With  my  soul    1     know  'tis  well, 

4.  When  this  life  shall  slip      a   -  way 
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Thru  Mis  death  that  sat    -  is- 

Thru  His   will  that  can   -  not 

I    have  joy    no  tongue  can 

In  -  to  realms  of    end    -  less 
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Thru  His  blood  that  sets     me     free, 
Thru  the   liv  -  ing  Christ  I'm  free 
With   me    ev  -  er-more  He'll  be, 
Then  thru-out      e  -  ter  -    ni  -  ty 


He  is  ev  -  ery- 
And  He's  ev  -  ery- 
And  He's  ev  -ery- 
He'll  be     ev  -  ery- 
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me.  (to  me. ) 

me.  (to  me.)     Christ  is    ev  -  ery-thing    to    me.  (to     me.) 

me.  (to  me.) 

me.  (to  me. ) 
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Christ  is     ev  -  ery-thing    to     me.  (to    me.)  Now  and  for     e-  ter   -   ni- 
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31  Worthy  is  The  Lamb  to  Rei£n. 

k 

J.  G.  Deck  Lewis  S.  Chafer 


l. 
4. 


Lamb  of  God,  Thou  now  art  seat-ed    High  up  -  on  Thy  Father' s  throne, 
Lord,  in    all  Thy  pow'r  and  glo  -  ry  Still  Thy  thoughts  and  eyes  are  here; 
Lamb  of  God,  Thy  faith-ml  promise  Says,  'Behold,  I  quick-ly  come;" 
Lamb  of  God,  when  Thou  in  glo-ry  Shalt  to  this  sad  earth  re -turn, 
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All    Thy  gracious  work  com-plet-ed,     All  Thy  mighty   vie -fry    "won. 
Watching  o'er  Thy  ransomed  peo-ple      To  Thy  gracious  heart  so     dear. 
And  our  hearts,  to  Thine  re-spon-sive,  Cry,  "Come,  Lord,  and  take  us    home." 
All   Thy  foes  shall  quake  before  Thee, -All  who  now  de-spise  Thee  mourn; 


m 


si 


....  JL 


t=t 


*=*s 


m 


0- — • — • t~ J^d 


-wt—9—^- 


3 


g 


Ev  -  'ry  knee  in  Ileav'nis  bend-ing     To  the  Lamb  for     sin-ners  slain; 
Thou  for  us    art    in  -  ter  -  ced-ing,    Ev  -  er-last-ing     is    Thy  love; 
Oh!    the  rap-ture  that    a-waits   us  Wfien  we  meet  Thee  in    the   air, 
Then  shall  we,  at  Thine  ap-pear-ing,  With  Thee  in  Thy  kingdom  reign. 
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Ev  -  'ry  voice  and  heart  is  swell-ic.g,  "Worthy  is  the  Lamb  to  reign." 
And  a  bless -ed  rest  pre-par- ing  In  our  Fath-er's  house  a- bove. 
And  with  Thee  as-cend  in  triumph,  All  Thy  deep-  est  joys  to  share! 
Thine  the  praise  and  Thine  the  glo  -  ry,  Lamb  of  God,    for    sinners  slain. 
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God's  Word  is  True. 


H.  G.  T. 
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1.  God's  Word  is  won  -  der  -  fill,  per  -  feet  and   true,  It      is      His  mes-sage 

2.  God's  Word  is  steadfast,  it     nev  -  er    shall  die,  Won  -  der  -  ful    mes-sage 

3.  God's  Word  will  speak  when  the  judgment  be-gins,  Man   will     be     si  -  lent 
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sent  from  a  -  bove.  In     it    are  warnings  and  promis  -  es,  too,      From   its    clear 

to     hu-man  hearts;  Firmly    established  and  chartered  on  High,  From     a  -  ny 

be  -  fore  the  Throne,  Souls,  by  that  Word,  will  be  judged  of  their  sins,  No  oth-er 
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pag  -  es  there  shines  God's  great  love. 

pre  -  cept  He  nev  -  er    de  -  parts.        God's  Word  is     true  Won-d'rous-ly 

judg-ment  the  Fa  -  ther  will  own. 
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33         Jesus,  My  Saviour,  to  Bethlehem  Game. 
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Refrain 
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blest  be    His  name!  Seek-ing  for 

how  could  it      be?     Dy  -  ing  for 

plead  with  my  soul,    Call-ing  for 

scending   the     skv,  Com-ing  for 
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me,  for  me! 
me,  for  me! 
me,    for  me 


Seek-ing  for  me! 
Dy  -  ing  for  me! 
Call-ing  for    me! 


me,    for  me!  Coming  for     me! 
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Seek-ing  for  me! 

Dy  -   ing  for  me! 

Call  -  ing  for  me! 

Com  -  ing  for  me ! 


Seek  -  ing 
Dy  -  ing 
Call  -  ing 
Com  -  ing 
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for  me! 

for  me! 

for  me! 

for  me! 
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Seek  -  ing  for  me! 

Dy  -  ing  for  me! 

Call  -  ing  for  me! 

Com  -  ing  for  me! 
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Jesus,  My  Saviour,  to  Bethlehem  Game.   Concluded. 
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Oh,    it    was  won-der  -  fnl !  blest  be   His  name!  Seeking  for  me, 

for    me! 

Oh,    it    was  won-der  -  fill !  how  could  it     be?   Dy  -  ing  for  me, 

for   me! 

Gently    and  long  did    He  plead  with  my  soul,  Call-ing  for  me, 

for    me! 

Oh,    I    shall  see  Him   de-scend-ing     the  sky,  Coming  for  me, 

for   me! 
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When  This  Passing  World  Is  Done. 


R.  M.  McCheyne 


C.  and  F.  Jouard 


When  this   pass  -  ing  world     is    done,  W lien  bus  sunk   yon 
When    I      hear    the    wick  -  ed     call      On     the  rocks    and 
When    I     stand    be  -  fore  the  throne,  Clothed  in  beau  -  ty 
When  the  praise   of  Heav'n  I      hear  Loud    as    thun-ders 


glorious 
hills  to 
not  mine 
to       the 


sun, 
fall, 
own, 


ear. 
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When  from    off     the 
When     I       see    them 
When     I      see    Thee 
Loud     as     man  -  y 


mount  of  God,  We  re- view  the  path  we've  trod, 
start  and  shrink  On  the  fie  -  ry  del-  uge  brink, 
as  Thou  art,  Love  Thee  with  un-sin-ning  heart, 
wa  -   ters'    noise,  Sweet    as  harps'   mel-o   -  dious  voice, 
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Then,  Lord,  shall  I 

Then,  Lord,  shall  I 

Then,  Lord,  shall  I 

Then,  Lord,  shall  1 
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Rise,  My  Soul!  Behold,  Tis  Jesus. 


J.  Denham  Smith 


rirs.  Lewis  S.  Chafer 
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Rise,  my  soul!    be-hold 'tis    Je  -   sus,     Je  -  sus  fills  thy  wond'ring eyes; 
Therein  right-eousness  tran-scend-ent,  Lo!  He  doth  in  Heav'n ap-pear, 
God  now  brings  thee  to  His  dwelling,  Spreads  for  thee   His  feast  di-vine, 
In      that  cir  -   cle    of  God's  fa-  vor,    Cir-cle      of     the  Father's  love, 
Bless- ed,  glorious  word,  "for-ev  -  er" — Yea,  "for  -ev  -  er"   is   the  word; 
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See  Him  now  in  glo-ry  seat-ed,  Where  thy  sius  no  more  can  rise. 
Shows  the  blood  of  His  a-tonement  As  thy  ti  -  tie  to  be  there. 
Bids  thee  welcome,  ev  -  er  tell-ing,  What  a  por  -  tion  there  is  thine. 
All  is  rest,  and  rest  for  -  ev  -  er,  All  is  per  -  feet  -  ness  a-bove. 
Noth-iug  can   the  ransomed  sev-er,  Naught  divide  them  from  the  Lord. 
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All  Thy  sins  were  laid  up-  on    Him,     Je  -sus  bore  them  on   the  tree; 
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God,  who  knew  them,  laid  them  on  Him,  And,  be  -  liev  -  ing,  thou  art  free. 

-»-        -#-        -0-  m  m  m.  -*-        -*-  •- 


^EE^^E^EE^EE^EE^E^EE^E^^:^ 


Copyright,  1912,  by  Lewis  S.  Chafer. 


36 


Eternity— Eternity. 


Anon 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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1.  E  -  ter  -  ni -ty!  time  soon  will  end,  Its  fleeting   moments  pass     a  -way, 

2.  E  -  ter  -  ni  •  ty!  but    Je  -sus  died- Yes,  Je  -  sus  died   on     Cal  -  va  -  ry ; 

3.  To-night  may  be  thy     latest  breath;  Thy  lit  -  tie   mo-ment  here    be  done. 
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0,  sin-ner,  say,  where  wilt  thou  spend  E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's  unchang-ing  day? 
Be-hold  Him!  thorn-crowned,  cruci  -  fied;  The  Spot-less  One  made  sin  for  thee. 
E  -   ter  -  nal  woe — the  second  death — A-waits   the  grace-neg-lect  -  ing  one; 
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Shalt  thou  the  hopeless  hor  -  ror  see  Of  hell  for  all  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty? 
Oh  sinner!  haste — for  ref  -  uge  flee — He  saves,  and  for  E-  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
Thine  aw  -  ful   des  -  ti  -  ny  fore-see — Time  ends,  and  then — E-  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,     E  -  ter  -  ni   -  ty,  Where  wilt  thou  spend  E-ter  -  ni  -    ty? 


International   Copyright,    1925,    by   Herbert   C-    Tovcy 


^ 


37. 


Now  I  Am  His. 


F.  J.  McC. 


F.  J.  McCUDDV. 
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1.  When   I    was    weak     and    wear    -   y,  Marked  with  the     blight   of 

2.  All     who  will     now     may     en    -   ter,       Je  -  sus  was     cru  -   ci- 

3.  0      what   a       won  -  drous   Sav   -  iour,      0    what  a      Friend   di- 
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Know-ing   no     place    of       ref   -uge,  Vic  -  fry   I 

Tho'  Lord  of      ail      ere  -   a    -    tion,  He  'came  to 

Je  -  sus  who  helps    the      fall   -   en,  Je  -  sus  who 
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Je  -  sus  then  bade  me 
Came  in  His  love  and 
Heark-en  then  *  to       His 
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In  -  to    that 
Seek-ing    for 
last   to    His 
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ing      voice, 


Place  of  e- 
Still  He  is 
Trust  now  your 
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ter  -  nal      safe 
gen  -  tly      call   - 
all       to       Je    - 


Realm  of  His  loved  and  blest. 
Wha^  shall  the  an  -  swer  be?. . 
He  11  make  your  heart    re    -   joice. 
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Now  I  Am  His.     —Concluded. 


Refrain. 


Now  I     am    His     and    He       is       mine,    Shar-ing  His   love    and 
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joy      di  -  vine;  Not  all  the  wealth  in      ev  -  'ry   mine,  Nor  pleas-ant 
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scenes  of        an    -  y      clime,  Could  take  His    place    or       sat  -  is- 
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fy,       And  I'll   be      with  Him     by      and     ty:    Whom  He  hath 
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called  He'll  glo  -  ri    -    fy,      Then  I'll   be     just     like     Him.. 
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™  Acquaint  Thyself  With  him. 

Julia  H.  Johnston  Chas.  H.  Marsh 

Solo  . 
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1.  A  form  at   the  threshold,  a  stranger  be  -  hold,    He  of -fers  thee  blessings,  yea, 

2.  The  King  on  His  journey  has  come  from  a-far  Where  yonder  the  gates  of  the 

3.  The  path  He  has  trod  is  the  way  of  the  cross,  Acquaint  thyself  with  Him-count 

4 .  Thy  burden  H  e  carries ,  oh ,  dost  thou  not  know '  Tis  Christ  thy  Redeemer  Who 
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treasures    un  -  told,  Oh,  king- ly    and  fair    is 
morn-ing    un  -  bar;  His  kingdom     is    roy  -  al,— 
all   things  but   loss;  To  know  Him  as  Sav-iour 
lov  -    eth  thee   so?    A  strang-er    no  long-er, 
-m ^2^—  -Si- 


r 

the  One   at    thy 


door,  Ye 
and  yet   He  seeks  thee,  That 
is  life    ev  -  er  -  more,  He 
a -rise,  let  Him    in,     Ac- 
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surely  have  heard  Him, — He  knocketh  once  more. 

with  Him  in  glo  -ry    ye     al  -  so  may  be.      Acquaint  thyself  with  Him  as 

com  -  eth  to  par-don,   to   save  and  re  -  store. 

quaint  thyself  with  Him  and  peace  thou  shalt  win. 
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meekly  He  stands,  And  knocks  at  the  portal  with  nail-pierced  hands;  'Tis  Jesus,  'tis 
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Jesus,— how  long  shall  He  wait?  Acquaint  thyself  with  Him,  fling  open  the  gate. 
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Is  It  Nothing  to  You? 


H.  A.  Ironside 


Herbert  Q.  Tovey 


1.  Is       it    noth-ing    to     you     all   ye  that  pass  by?     Behold-ing   the 

2.  The       Righteous  One    He,  His  words  without  blame,  And  yet  He     is 

3.  He  on-  ly      the     mys-'try  great  can    explain:  "  I      lay  down  my 

4.  Now  the  work  is    complete,  He  triumphed  o'er  death,  But  hark  to    I  lis 
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Saviour  uplift  -  ed  on  high?  Mai  -  treat  -  ed  by  men  and  for-sak-en  by 
suff'ring  in  sorrow  and  shame;  Has  jus-tice  for  -  got-ten  the  rights  of  the 
life,  I  will  take  it  a -gain,  To  ran-som  my  sheep  I  am  willing  to 
cry,  ere  He  yields  up  His  breath;  "It  is  fin-ished"  0  soul,  then  believe  it  and 
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Chorus. 


God,    Oh  why   is     Henailedto   that    cross      of  wood? 
pure?  Oh  why   is     He    left         God's  wrath  to  en -dure?    Is 
die,    The  Shepherd  of    love  up  -lift  -  ed  on  high." 

live,  There's  naught  else  to  do,  God  can  free  -  ly  for-give 


it    nothing  to 
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He  Sets  the  Captive  Free. 


H.  L. 


Haldor  Lillenas 
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1.  O    cap-tive   soul     by   sin  oppress'd,  How  long  your  heart  has  sighed  for  rest, 

2.  The  galling  yoke     so  hard  to  bear,  Has  borne  you  down    to    dark  des-pair, 

3.  He  came  to     set      the  cap-tive  free,    To  ring  the  bells     of     lib  -  er  -  ty, 
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Lift    up  your  eyes  for  God    is    near    To     set    you  free  from  bondage  drear. 
Lift   up  your  voice,  on    Je-sus    call,  His    mighty    arm     can    conquer    all. 
He  came  to   heal    the  bro-ken  heart  And  need-ed  grace    to    you   im  -  part. 
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He    sets  the   cap-tive  free,    glo 
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ry     to  His  name,  Gives  per-fect    lib  -  er- 
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Jesus  Saves  and  He  Alone. 


("He  shall  save  His  people."  Matt.  1:2.) 


J.  H.  Sanunis. 

f*     . 

| 

Chas.  H.  Marsh. 
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1.  Sav-iour,  but  for    love  like   Thine  Oh   how  sad     a        lot  were  mine; 

2.  From  the  dread  of       Sa-tan's  pow-er:  In  temp-  ta  -  tion's  try  -  ing  hour; 

3.  Shadow'd  'neath  His  shelt'ring  hand,  Dai  -  ly     by   His    grace  I    stand; 

4.  He,  my  right-eous-ness,  com  -  plete,  Spot-less    at    the     mer-cy  -   seat, 
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Je  -  sus  saves  and  He  a  -  lone. 

Je  -  sus  saves  and  He  a  -  lone. 

Je  -  sus  saves  and  He  a  -  lone. 

Je  -  sus  saves  and  He  a  -  lone. 


,  my  soul,  His    mer  -  cies  own, 
the  snares  a  -  round  me   thrown, 

thru  paths  un  -  tried,  un  -  known, 
the-glo-ries  of  the  Throne, 
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Helpless,  hopeless,  doomed  and  lost,     'Twas    His  blood  my     ran  -  som  cost; 


'Tis  Himself  that  strives  in  me;         He     Himself     my      vie   -  to-    ry; 

From  the  morrow's  anxious  fears;     From  life's  sor  -  rows,  griefs  and  tears; 

Je  -  sus  saves  from  first    to  last;        Je  -  sus, —  not     my     hold  -  ing  fast; 
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For  my  life  He  gave 
Not,  a  bat  -  tie  have 
From  the  heart-ache  and 
His    the    glo  -  ry,     His 


His  own, 
I       won, 
the  moan, 
the  crown, 


Je  -  sus  saves 
Je  -  sus  saves 
Je  -  sus  saves 
Je  -  sus  saves 
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and 
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He 
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a  -  lone, 
a  -  lone, 
a  -   lone. 
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Only  to  Love  and  Serve  Thee. 


H.  A.  Ironside 


Hilda  B.  Tovey 
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1.  Thy  voice   I   hear,  Lord  ,Te 

2.  The  world's  vain  fleeting  fol 

3.  With  Thee  I'd  walk,  mv  Sav 
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sus,  Bidding    me  walk  with   Thee,- 

lies  Have  kept  from  lib  -  er  -   ty, 

iour, —     Fol-low-ing   day    by       day, 
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Car  -  ry    the  cross  Thou  giv 
Now     I    renounce    each    i    - 
Tho'    it  mean  trial   and  hard 


est,         Rough  tho'  the  path  may   be : 
dol  That     1  loved  more  than  Thee, 

ship,         Sac  -  ri  -  lice  all    the     way, — 
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Oft-  en   I've  dread -ed   leav  -  ing  All    for  Thy -self      a   -   lone, 

Henceforth  to  serve  Thee  on  -  ly  All    my    life     I     would  spend, 

For  Thou  hast  grace  suf  -  fi   -  cient,      With  Thee  I     will     not     fear. 


m 


IN        IS 
-J #'- 


1 


I 1 


■Wt- 


t-^t- 


±M 


nn — t 


^=p| 


is*. 


fc« 


i 


Ho  -  ping    I  still  might  please  Thee,      Now    I'd    be     all   Thine  own. 
Knowing  Thy  grace  un  -  fail  -ing  Will  keep  me    to       the     end. 

Heaven  would  lose      its  sweet- ness  If      all  were  ea  -    sy       here. 
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On  -  ly     to    love    and  serve  Thee,  Dai  -  ly      to   bear    the  cross, (the  cross,) 
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Counting  for      Thee,    my    Sav  -  iour,  Treasures  of  earth 
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A  Little  While— He'll  Gome  Again. 

Herbert  G.  Tovey 


1 


lit  -  tie  while" — the    Lord  shall    come, 

lit  -  tie  while" — He'll  come    a     -  gain: 

lit  -  tie  while" — 'twill  soon  be        past, 

lit  -  tie  while" — come,  Saviour,     come! 
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has     tar  -  ried 


more;  He'll  take     us  to        His  Fath 

deem;  Our  on  -    ly  grief       to  give 

cross?       0  let       us  in  .      His  foot 

long:  Take  Thy  poor  wait  -  ing  pil - 
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serve  and     fol  -  low     Him. 

Him  all      else     but       loss; 
new  e    -  ter  -   nal      song, 
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Watch -ing 
For     how 
To      see 
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y      may   we      be,      As    those   who 
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Touch  Jesus. 


W.  C.  Martin 
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1 .  There  came  in  the  throng  one  poor  wo  -  man  Who  yearned  in  her  heart  to     be 

2.  Be  -  hold,  they  who  came  to    the    Sa-viour  For   heal-ing,camenev-er     in 

3.  To-  day  He's  the  same  Friend  as  ev  -   er  To      all  who  are  burden'd  and 
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whole;  She  touched  hut  the   gar-ment  of    Je  -  sus —  He  healed     her    in 
vain;      He       lift  -  ed      a  -  way      all  their  bur- den,     And     banished  from 
weak ;     0       touch   but  the  hem     of   His  gar-  ment,   And    have      all  the 
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0  come  as    thou  art     un  -  to     Je  -  sus,  Though 
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How  Lost  Was  My  Gondition. 


Anon 


John  B.  Trowbridge 
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1.  How  lost     was   my  con-di-tion,    till    Je  -  sus  made  me  whole!  There 

2.  The  worst    of     all    dis  -  eas  -  es        is    light  compared  with   sin —  On 

3.  PVom  men  great  skill  pro-  fes  -  sing,    I  thought  a     cure     to     gain;  But 

4.  At  length  this  great  Phy-si  -  cian,   how  matchless    is      His  grace!  Re- 

5.  A        dy  -   ing,   ris  -  en    Je  -  sus     seen   by     the     eye      of    faith,   At 
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soul ! 
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pain; 
case- 
once  from  an  -  guish    frees  us,      and    saves  the  soul    from  death. 


ev  -  ?ry  part  it  seiz-es,  but 
this  proved  more  dis  -  tress-ing,  and 
gard-ed    my     po     -   si  -tion,    and 


sick 
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door      to  death   He    found  me,     and  snatched  me  from    the    grave,    To 
lep    -    ro  -  sy,      and    pal-  sy,       and      fe  -    ver     all      com-bined,    And 
said     that  noth  -  ing   ailed  me;    some  gave     me     up      for      lost;   Thus 
gave     me  sight    to       see    Him,    for      sin       my    eyes    had  sealed;  Then 
then,      to  this     Phy  -   si  -cian,    His    grace  He'll  free  -  ly      give,    He 
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tell       to     all       a  -    round    me       His  won-drous  power    to      save. 

none   but     a        be     -  lie v  -   er        the  least     re  -    lief      can     find. 

ev    -    'ry      ef  -   fort     failed    me,      and  all     my   hopes   were  crossed, 

bade    me  look    un     -    to       Him;       I  looked  and       1        was  healed, 

makes  no   hard  con   -    di  -   tion —  'tis  on  -    ly      look      and  live. 
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47         Grown  Jesus  the  Kin£  of  Your  Heart. 

Frank  E.  Roush.  Haldor  Lillena.fi 


If  you  want  help  from  a  friend  ev  -  er  true,  Crown  Je 
If  you  are  bur-dened  with  sin  and  with  grief,  (  rown  Je 
If  you  want  glo  -  ry  and  grace  in  your  soul,  (  rown  Je 
Would  you   be    sing  -  ing      as  homeward  you    go?    Crown  Je 
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King  of  your  heart;  Find  what  a  friend  He  will  be  un  -  to  you,  ( 'rown 
King  of  your  heart;  If  you  want  some  one  to  give  you  re- lief, Crown 
King  of  your  heart;  If  you  would  reach  yon  bright  heav-en  -  ly  goal,  Crown 
King  of  your  heart;  Would  you  the  joy     of      His     fellowship  know?  Crown 
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Je  -  sus    the  King  of  your  heart,  (your  heart.) 

Je  -  sus   the  King  of  your  heart,  (your  heart.)  Crown  Je-sus   the  King  of  vour 

Je  -  sus    the  King  of  your  heart,  (your  heart.) 

Je  -  sus    the  King  of  your  heart,  (your  heart.) 

N 


-#v 


j 1" 


mm 


r-rf:»E"i  T  f    J    \ 


V— V- 


-V 


:^4^ 


•v# 


=£ 


heart, Crown  Je  -  sus  the  King  ofyour  heart;...     Let  Him  reign  in  your 

your  heart,  vcur  heart: 
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soul,  Let  Him  have  full  con-trol,  Crown  Jesus  the  King  ofyour  heart,  (your  heart.) 
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He'll  Gome  and  Tarry  Not. 


T.  D.  W.  Muir 

Herbert  G.  Tovey. 
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1.     Oh    child 
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of 

God, 

there  is 

for     thee      A      hope,  that  shines  a- 

2.     When  in 

this 

world 

His  hands 

had    made,  No    room  was  found  for 

3.     Ex  •  alt  - 

ed 

now 

to     Heav 

-en's  throne,  The  Sav  -  iour  there    of 

4.     0      child 

of 

God, 

thy     lot 

may     be,      Oft   mixed  with  tri  -    al, 

5.     Then  joy 
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be   thine,  Earth's  tears  and    tri  -   als 
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mid     the   gloom.   A  glad -some    hope,  that  thou  shalt 

Je  -     sus     then;  The  moun- tain     side     was  oft  His 

sin    -   ful     men.  His       lov  -  ing     heart  yearns  o'er  His 

grief    and   pain,  Look      up!    He'll    sure-  ly  come  for 

all         for  -  got,     So  cheer  thy     heart,   no  more  re   - 
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Lord,  for       He      will 
glo    -    ri  -    fied,     He 
for      them,     He      will 
says,    "  I       quick  -  ly 
Word    is       sure,   He'll 


t— r 


sure  -     ly    come, 
comes       a  -  gain.    He'll  come 
a  -  gain, 
a  -  gain." 
ry     not.  He'll  come; 


Yes,  He'll 
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come 
tar 
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come  and   tar  -   ry    not,  He'll  come, —  Yes,  He'll  come    and   tar 
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not,  He'll  come,  He'll  come,  He'll  come    and   tar  -  ry 

He'll  come,  yes,  come, 
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From  Every  Stormy  Wind. 
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H.  Stowell. 
Solo  Obligato. 
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1.  From  ev  -  'ry    storm  -  y       wind     that  blows,  From     ev 

2.  There  is      a     place  where    Je    -    sus    sheds     The      oil 
Accompanying  voices  pp. 
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3.  There  is      a       scene  where   spir  -   its       blend,  Where  friend      holds 

4.  Oh,     let    my     hand    for  -  get      her       skill,    My      tongue      be 
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swell   -   ing     tide         of     woes,    There   is  a      calm,       a 

glad  -  ness    on         our  heads;      A      place     than   all  be- 
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fel     •     low  -  ship       with  friend;    Tho'    sun   •   dered  far,        by 
si     •     lent,   cold,       and     still,     This    bound  -  ing    heart     for 
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re  -  treat:  'T  is    found       be-neath     the     mer   -    cy-seat. 
more  sweet:  It      is  the  blood -bought  mer   -    cy-seat. 
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faith        they  meet     A  -  round    one  com   -    mon   mer    -   cy-seat. 
get  to    beat,    If      I  for -get        the     mer    -   cy-seat! 
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Ashamed  of  Jesus. 


Rev.  Joseph  Grigg 
Duet 


Lewis  S.  Chafer 
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1.  Je  -  sus  and   shall  it   ev  -  er     be     A  mor-tal  man  ashamed  of  Thee. 

2.  Ashamed  of      Jesus,  that  dear  Friend,  On  Whom  my  hopes  of  Heav'n  depend! 

3.  Ashamed  of      Je- sus!  Yes  I  may,  When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash   a  -  way, 

4.  Till  then — nor   is   my  boasting  vain-Till  then    I  boast  a     Sav-iour  slain; 
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Ashamed  of  Thee,  whom  angels  praise,  Whose  glories  shine  thro '  endless  days. 
No;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame,  That  I  no  more  re  -  vere  His  name. 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave,  No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 
And    0    may  this  my  glo  -  ry    be,  That  Christ  is  not     ashamed  of    me. 
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The  Saviour  Lives. 


(Tune  RETREAT. 
Samuel  Medly 


The  words  of  No.  49  may  be  sung  to  this  tune.) 

Thomas  Hastings 
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The  Saviour  lives,  no  more  to  die;  He  lives,  our  Head,  enthroned  on  high. 
The  chief  of  sin  -  ners  He  receives;  His  saints  He  loves  and  nev-er  leaves; 
A  -  bun-dant  grace  will  He  af-ford,  Till  we  are  pres  -  ent  with  the  Lord; 
Then  let    our  souls   in  Him  re-joice,  And  sing  His  praise  with  cheer-ful  voice; 
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He  lives  triumphant  o'er  the  grave;  He  lives    e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly     to     save. 
H  e' 11  guard  us  safe  from  ev-'ry    ill,    And    all  His    prom- is  -   es     ful  -  fill. 
And  prove  what  we  have  sung  before,  That   Je-sus    lives  for-  ev  -  er  -  more. 
Our  doubts  and  fears  for-ev-er  gone,  For  Christ  is      on      the  Fath-er's    throne. 
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Jesus  Galls 


George  Hal', 


Gordon  E.  Hooker 
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1.  Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,  Come,  wea  -  ry  souls,  He  bids  you  come. 

2.  Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,   He    bids  the    lit  -   tie    ones   to    come. 

3.  Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,    He     bids   the  wand'ring  ones   to   come. 

4.  Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,  From  all    the  choic-est  things  be  -  low. 


Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,  The  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  iour  bids  you  come. 

Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,  The  bless  -  ed  Sav -iour  bids  you  come. 

Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,  The  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  iour  bids  you  come. 

Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls,  The  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  iour  bids  you  come. 
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O      anxious  ones  by  cares  oppressed  In    Him  is    com-fort,  peace  and  rest. 
The     ten-der  feet,    along  life's  way  Lest  they  should  miss  the  path  and  stray 
Those  who  are  bro- ken  in  the  strife-Have  missed  the  mark,-the  way   in     life 
From  all  earth's  empty  dried  up  springs  To    the  deep,  full,  di  -  vi  -  ner  things 
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Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls, 

Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls, 

Je  -  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls, 

Je  •  sus  calls,  Je  -  sus  calls, 
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The    bless  -  ed  Sav  -  iour  bids  you  come. 

The    bless -ed  Sav  -  iour  bids  you  come. 

The    bless -ed  Sav  -  iour  bids  you  come. 

The    bless -ed  Sav  -iour  bids  you  come. 
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Lamb  of  God. 


J.  G.  Deck 


Lewis  Sperry  Chafer 
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a  -  dore  Thee,  While  up  -  on  Thy  face  we  gaze ! 
er's  bos-om  Ev  -  er  was  Thy  dwelling-place; 
be-hold  Thee  Low-  ly  in  the  man-ger  laid; 
the   Vic-tim  Nailed  to     the     ac  -  curs  -  ed  tree, 
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1.  Lamb  of  God,  our    souls 

2.  Son     of  God,  Thy  Fath 

3.  Lamb  of  God,  when  we 

4.  When  we  see  Thee    as 
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There  the  Father's  love 
His  de-light,  in  Him 
Wand' ring  as  a  home 
For      our  guilt  and     fol  - 
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and   glo  -  ry 
re  -  joic  -  ing, 
less  stranger 
ly  strick-en, 


Shine  in     all  their  bright-est  rays. 
One  with  Him  in     pow'r  and  grace 

In     the  world  Thy  hands  had  made; 

All  our  judg-ment  borne   by  Thee, 
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Thy     al-might-y  pow'r  and  wis-dom      All  ere    -  a-tion's  works  proclaim, 
Oh,  what  wondrous  love  and  mer-cy  !  Thou  didst  lay     Thy  glo  -  ry       by, 
When  we  see  Thee  in       the  gar -den     In  Thine  ag    -   o  -  ny     of   blood, 
Lord,  we  own,  with  hearts  a  -  dor  -  ing,  Thou  hast  washed  us     in   Thy  blood : 

1  N 


m* 


st 


t=t 


Heav'n  and  earth  a  -  like    con -fess  Thee, 
And     for    us    didst  come  from  Heav-en, 
At       Thy  grace  we     are     con-found-ed, 
Glo-    ry,  glo-   ry      ev   -  er- last -ing 
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As  the  ev  -  er  -  great  I 
As  the  Lamb  of  God  to 
Ho-ly,  spot-less,  Lamb  of 
Be    to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of 
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Gome  Unto  Me  and  Rest. 


Anon 
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h 

Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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Through  Je  -  sus' 
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For    those  who 
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words  to 

blood  the 

far  and      runs     to       wel  -  come     home          Un-wor-thy        sin  -  ners 

but  for      Christ  had   hoped  no        more!        Oh,   love    of        God    told 


wea  -  ry     ones     ad  -  dressed !    They  come  from    Him    Who 
vile    may      en    -  ter  in,  May  come    to        God,     by 
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knew  the  depth  of   woe,    And    felt    for    sin-ners     as     none  here     be  -  low. 
per  -  feet  grace  thus  led,    As  -  sured  that  for  themselves  that  blood  was  shed, 
who  have  nought  to  plead  But   God's  own  love  and  their  ex  -  ceed  -  ing    need. 
out      in    full    ex  -  tent,  When  Je  -  sus    to  those  depths  of  dark  -  ness    went! 
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Jesus,  the  Lord,  Wi!l  Soon  Descend. 


F.  Allaben 
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Je  -  sus,  the  Lord,  will  soon   descend  With  shout,  with  trump  of    God! 
Come,  mighty  Shep  -  herd  of  the  sheep!  Come  in      Thy  beau  -  ty!  come! 
Death  and  the  grave  with  Thee  we'll  tread,  In    im  -  mor-tal  -    i  -    ty! 
Wake,  bride  of  Christ,  in    ec  -  sta  -  sy,  Move's  glad  tri  -  umphant  chord! 
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Jesus,  the  Lord,  Will  Soon  Descend.    Goncluded. 


Ye  saints,  re  -  joice!  His  pow*r-ful  voice   The  graves  shall  in  -  stant  rend, 
To  Thee  con-voke  Thy  wait-ing  rlock, — All  saints  who  wake  or  sleep 
Caught  up    in     air,     in  cloud  ranks  fair,    Transfigured  quick  and  dead 
Soon,  wondrous  sight!  all  love  and  light,  The  Bridegroom,  come  for  thee, 


ms. 


<b$ 


-?^ 


I       1       I 


w  i* 


:tz— i- 


t=f 


_*_s_(t_ 


1 


k=*\ 


While  saints  their  voi-ces  blend 
Swift  summon  forth  to  keep 
Shall  rise  to  Thee,  their  Head: 
Shall  take  thee,  bright  as  He, 
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Love's  glo  -  rious 
Heath  swallowed 

To    be        for  - 
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rapture,  sweet  and  loud, 
tryst   beyond  the   tomb! 
up       in  vie  -  to  -    rv! 
ev    -    er  with  the  Lord! 
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56        Well  Sing  of  the  Shepherd  That  Died. 


Thomas  Kelly 
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We'll  sing  of    the  Shepherd  that  died,  That  died  for   the  sake   of    the  flock; 
When  blood  from  a      vic-tim  must  flow,  This  Shepherd  by     pit  -  y     was  led 
Our  song,  then,  for  -  ev  -  er  shall*  be,    The  Shepherd  who  gave  Himself  thus; 
Of     Him  and  His  love   will  we  sing,  His  prais  -  es  our  tongues  shall  em-ploy, 
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love  to  the  ut-most  was  tried, 
stand  be-tween  us  and  the  foe, 
sub-ject's  so  glo-rious  as  He, 
heav-en  -   ly    an-thems  we  bring 
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But  firm  -  ly     en-dured  as 
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Over  the  Line. 

Solo 

~fv— 


E.  H.  Phelps 


— r-JWfr— iV r J* J _ 


ten  -  der  and  sweet  was  the         Mas  -  ter's  voice,  As    He 

sins  are    ma  -  ny,    my         faith       is  small,  ]  o!  the 

flesh  is       weak,        I      tear  -    ful-ly  said,   A  id  the 

world        is     cold,  and    I      can  -    not  go  ba^k,    I  ress 
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lov-ing-ly  call 'd  to    me,      "Come      o  -  ver  the  line,  it  is      on-ly    a 

answer  came  quick  and  clear;  "Thou    needest  not  trust   in  thy  -  self       at 

way             I      can- not  see;         I           fear  if     I      try      I  may    sad  -    ly 

for- ward    I      sure-ly  must;      I  will   place    mv  hand  in  His    wound-ed 
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step —  I    am  wait-ing,My    child,  for   thee." 

all,        Step      o-  ver    the  line,  I    am   here."  "O-ver  the  line,"  hear  the 

fail,      And    thus  may  dis  -  hon  -  or    Thee. 

palm,  Step       o  -  ver    the    line,    and  trust. 
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line,"-Why  should  I      re-main    With  a     step   be-tween  me    and  Je  -  sus. 
line," — 1      will  not    re-main,      I'll         cross  it     and    go      to     Je  -  sus. 
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Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story. 


Miss  Kate  Hankey 


W.  H.  Doane 


1.  Tell  me  the    old,  old    sto   -  ry     Of    un  seen  things  a 

2.  Tell  me  the    sto  -  ry    slow  -  ly,  That   I     may  take    it 

3.  Tell  me  the  same  old    sto   -  ry  When  you  have  cause  to 
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Je  -  sus  and  TTis  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love.  Tell  me  the 
won-der  -  ful  re  -  demption,  God's  rem- e  -  dy  for  sin.  Tell  me  the 
this  world's  empty       glo  -   ry     Is     cost  -  ing  me       too    dear.     Yes,   and  when 
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sto  -  ry     simply,      As      to      a        lit  -  tie  child,  For      I     am      weak  and 
sto  -  ry      oft -en,     For     I       for  -  get    so     soon;  The  "ear  -  ly      dew"  of 
thatworld'sglory       Is  dawning     on   my    soul,  Tell    me    the      old,     old 
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morning  Has  passed  a  -  way    at    noon.  Tell  me  the  old,  old  story,  Tell  me  the 

sto  -  ry:  Christ  Je  -  sus  makes  thee  whole. 
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old,  old  sto  -  ry,     Tell  me  the    old,  old  sto  -  ry     Of  Je-sus      and  His  love. 
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He  Gave  His  Life  for  Me. 


H.  D.  L. 

Solo  or  X>ixet 


Harry  Dixon  Loes 
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I    stand  be  -  fore  the  blood  stained  cross  Whereon  my  Sav-iour  hung  for    me, 
The  debt  of    sin   has   all  been  paid,  My  soul    is  free,    0  praise  His  name! 
Un-wor-thy    of   such  mighty  love,  I    boast  no  mer  -  it,  make  no  plea; 
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And  love  re-peats  in  whis-pers  low,  "He  gave  His  life  for  thee." 
For  on  the  Son  of  God  were  laid  My  sin,  my  guilt,  and  shame 
Yet,  when  His  jus  -  tice  views  my    guilt        I     cry,  "He  died    for    me!" 
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0    won-drous  love    on    Cal  -  va  -  ry   That  saves  from  sin's    dark  stain! 
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Jesus  Died  Upon  the  Tree. 

R.  H.  Pritchard 
Arr.  by  Herbert  Q.  Tovey 
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the        tree ;    As      we      on  -  ward  march  to    glo    - 

the        tree;  Oh,  what  love — how  deep,  how  true, 
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the  tree.     See     Him  there,      the     spot  -  less     One, 
the  tree.     Then  on     Christ    just     now      re    -  ly, 
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That  Man  of  Galvary. 


M.  P.  F. 


J.  M.  Hervey  composed  the  sixth  verse  of 'this  hymn^n  his  death-bed. 
It  was  the  last  hymn  he  sang  in  public. 
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II     Fair-est  of     all    the  earth  be  -  side,  Chiefest  of    all    un  -to  Thy  bride, 

2.  Drinking  a    dire  and  dreadful    cup,   Cru  -  ci-fied    Je  -  sus    lift.- ed     up, 

3.  Granting  the  sin- ner  life  and  peace,  Granting  the  cap-tive  sweet  re  -  lease, 

4.  Giv-Lig  the  gifts  obtained  for  men,  Pouring  out  love  beyond   our   ken, 
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Fullness    Divine      in  Thee 
Bearing    our  guilt  and    mis  ■ 
Shedding  His  blood    to  make 
Giving     us    spot  -  less    pu  - 


I      see,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  Man  of  Cal  -  va 
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died      to     set     me     free. 


Blest  Man     of   Cal  -  va  -    rv 
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Comfort  of  all  my  earthly  way,  6. 

Jesus  I'll  meet  Thee  some  sweet  day, 
Center  of  glory,  Thee  I'll  see 
Wonderful  Man  of  Calvary  1 


Gathered  with  thee  eternally, 
Sharing  Thy  love  by  glassy  "sea, 
Like  Thee  forever  I  shall  be, 
Glorified  Man  of  Calvary  ! 
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Live  for  Others. 
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Live     for       oth  -  ers     while     on  earth   you  live,  Give     for  oth  -  era 

Sun  -  shine    helps     to     melt     the  win  -  ter's  snow,  Time  -  ly  rains  com- 

That    the     world   from  bond  -  age  may     be  free,     Je   -   sus  bled    and 

Look    to   -   day      for      lost    ones  you    may  win,   Seek     to  turn  them 
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Flow  -  ers       do      not  hoard  their  sweet  per  fume, 
So        a      6mile     can  ban  -  ish  grief  and     care. 
Then    we      can  -  not  live    for  self      a    -  lone, 
Not      a        day    need  pass  but  some  can      sav, 
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Nor  with-hold  the    glo   - 
And     a    kind  -  ly  word 
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Margaret  E.  Barber 

Slowly  and  with  expression 


The  Lord  is  Gomin*  Soon. 

Mrs.  Lewis  Sperry  Chafer 


1.  There's  a 

2.  In    the 

3.  What 

4.  There's  a 


whis-per  from  the    glo  -  ry 
glo  -  ry     of    His  prom-ise 
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Oh,  the  joy  my  heart  is 

And  the  light  of  Heav'n  is  dawn-ing    on  earth's  dreary,  des  -  ert  way,  While  I 

For  the  con-fiict  now    is  end-  ing  and    the  glorious  Prince  of  Life  Will  pre- 

And  the  val-leys  now  are  glow-ing  and    the  des-ert  way  can    be    Just   a 
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peace  amid  earth's  tumult  doth  this  precious  truth  afford-The  Lord  is 
wait  that  sweetest  whisper,  "Up,  my  child,  and  comeaway,"-The  Lord  is 
sent  His  shining  lau-rels  to  the  virtors  o'er  the  strife,-TheLordis 
pil-grim-age  to  glo-ry  since  He  whispered  it   to  me — That  He  is 


coming  soon} 
coming  soon! 
coming  soon! 
coming  soon! 
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64  .      T^at  Ye  Believe. 
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Anon— H.  A.  Ironside  4th     erse. 


Gwynn  Ewell 
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1.  What  must  I     do      has  oft  been  asked,  E  -  ter  -  mil  life     to      gain; 

2.  But      all  the    do  -  ing  has  been  done,  As  God    has  clear- ly      shown 

3.  He      laid    on  Him,  the   sin-ner's  guilt,  When  came  th' appointed    day, 

4.  E     -    ter  -  nal  life      the  por  -  tion    is     Of     all    who  have  be  -  lieved 

5.  How   glorious,  bless-ed,  and    complete  That  finished  work  must  be, 
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Man  anxious  seems  for    an  -    y    task,    If    this     he 
When  by  the   off- 'ring  of      His  Son,  His  pur -pose 
And   by  that  blood  on   Cal-v'ry  spilt,  Takes  all    our 
On  Him,  the  spot-  less  Son      of  God,  And  thus   his 
Whe/e  God  with  man  de-lights    to  meet,  There  He  would 
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This  is  the  work  of  God,    This  is  the  work  of    God,     That  ye  believe, 
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that  ye    be-lieve,  That  ye    believe      on     Him  whom  He  hath  sent. 
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Whosoever  Will,  May  Gome 


h    ft  I 


£=&*=« 


:J±* 


P 


i 


Herbkrt  G.  Tovey 


•  -v 


M 


-g=i 


m 


1.  Who-so-ev  -  er  will,   the     in-  vi-ta-tion  hear,  "Who  -so-  ev  -  er 

2.  Who-so-ev  -  er  will,  you  need  not  turn    a  -  way,  "Who -so  -ev  -  er, 

3.  Who-so-ev  -  er  will,    it     reach -es    ev-'ry  land,  "Who  -so  -ev  -  er 

4.  Who  -  so  -  ev  -  er  will,  ther  claim  the  gift  to  -  day,  "Who -so  -  ev  -  er 
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will  may    come;"  Pre- cious words  of  prom -ise,     full    of  hope  and  cheer, 
will  may    come;"  Words  of  love  and  com -fort,  hear  the  Sav-iour  say, 
will  may    come;"  'Tis     the  on  -  ly  price    the    Sav-iour  will  de-mand 
will  may    come;"  From  the    in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion    do    not  turn  a  -  way, 
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God  In  Mercy  Sent  His  Son. 
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1.  God      in    mei  -  cy  sent    His     Son  To      a   world  by  sin  un-done; 

2.  Sin     and  fieatli    no  more  shall  reign,  Je-sus  died  and  lives  a  -  gstin  ! 

3.  All     who    in      Tlis  name    be  -  lieve,  Ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  life  re-ceive; 

4.  Christ  the  Lord   will  come     a-   gain,  1  le  W  ho  suf  fered  once  will  reign, 
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Je   -  s'is  Christ  was  cru  -  ci  -  tied — 'Twas  for     sin  - 
In      the    glo -ry's  high-est  height — See  Him,  God's 
Lord     of    all       is    Je  -  sns    now,     Ev   -  'ry    knee 
Ev  -  'ry  tongue  at  last  shall  own,  "Wor-thy      is 
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ners  Je  -   sns  died. 

su-preme   de  -  light. 

to  Him  must  bow. 
the  Lamb"  a  -  lone. 
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Oh      the    glo  -    ry      of      His     grace,      Shin-ing  from  the    Saviour's  face! 
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Tell-ing    sin-  ners    from      a-bove,  "God  is       light"  and  "God     is  love," 
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Telling      sin-ners  from      a  -  bove,    "God   is 
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light"  and  "God      is     love." 
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P.  P.  Wahlstad 


I'll  Take  Your  Burdens. 

(Norwegian  Melody ) 


Har.  by  Herbert  Q.  Tovey 
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1.  Fresh  from  the  foun-tain     of  God's  love    e 

2.  Bring- er      of    joy,     yet    Him-self  Man    of 

3.  Raised  from  the  dead    and      ex  -  alt  -  ed     in 
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ter  -  nal,  Christ,  came  a 
Sor  -  rows,  Her  -  aid  of 
glo  -    ry,     Ob  -  ject    of 
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gift     to    a  lost  ruined  race.  Veiling  His  glo  -  ry  and  stooping     to  serve  us, 
hope,  yet  acquainted  with  grief;  Spotless  His  soul,  pierced  by  wrath's  fi  -  ery   ar-  rows, 
worship  enthroned  on  high.  Still  sounds  His  voice  in  the  old,  old  sweet  sto  -  ry, 
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Bid -ding  us  free -ly      receive  of    His  grace. 
Burdened  and  wounded  to  give   us     re -lief.    Come  un 
Pleading  with  sinners  that  they  might  draw  nigh. 
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I'll  take  your  burdens  and  I'll  make  you  glad.     Come  un-to 
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Me  all  ye    wea-ry  and  sad,  I'll  take  your  burdens  and  I'll  make  you  glad. 
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Father!  Thy  Sovereign  Love  has  Sought. 

(CREATION) 
J.  N.  Darby 


Haydn 
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Father!  Thy  sov'reign  love  has  sought  Captives  to  sin,  gone  far  from  Thee: 
Thougav'st  us  in  e-  ter-nal  love  To  Christ,  to  bring  us  home  to  Thee, 
God's  righteousness  with  glo-  ry    bright,  Which  fills  with  radiance  all  that  sphere, 
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The  work  that  Thine  own  Son  hath  wrought  Has  bro't  us    back,  in  peace,  and  free! 
Suited  to  Thine  own  thoughts  above, —  As  sons,  like  Him,  with  Him  to  be! 
E'en  Christ — of  God,thePow'rand  Light —  Our  ti  -  tie      is  that  Light  to  share! 
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And  now,  as  sons  before  Thy  face,  With  joy  -   ful  steps    the   path  we  tread 
O  glorious  grace!  that  tills  with  joy,  Un-min  -gled,  all       that  en  -  ter  there — 
O      Mind  Divine!  so  must  it    be:  That  glo    -    ry    all        be  -  longs  to  God! 
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Which  leads  us  to  that  bless-ed  place  Pre-pared  for  us  by  Christ,  our  Head ! 
God's  Na-ture,  Love  without  al  -loy — Our  hearts  are  giv'n  e'en  now  to  share! 
O       Love    Di-vine!  that  did    de-cree   Our  part  with  Thee,  thro' Jesu's  blood. 
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None  of  Self  and  All  of  Thee. 


I>iiet 


Theo.  Monod, 

arr. 

Mrs.  Lewis  S. 

Chafer 
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1.  O       the    bit  -  ter  pain  and  sor-row,   That   a  time  could  ev  -  er      be, 

2.  Yet    He  found  me,    I      be -held  Him,  Bleeding    on   th'ac-curs-ed    tree, 

3.  Day    by    day  His  ten -der  mercies,  Healing,  help- ing,  full  and    free, 

4.   High-er    than  the  high- est   heav-ens,  Deep-er  than    the  deep-est     sea, 
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When     I    proud -ly    sa!d    to     Je   -  sus,     All    of    self 
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and  none   of    Thee. 

And       my  wist  -  fal  heart  said  faint  -  ly,    Some  of   self 

and  some  of   Thee. 

Brought  me  low  -  er  while  I    whis-pered,  Less    of    self 

and  more  of   Thee. 

Lord,  Thy  love      at     last  has  conquered, None  of   self 

and  all     of   Thee. 
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self  and  none  of  Thee,  All    of 

self  and  some  of  Thee,  Some  of 

self  and  more  of  Thee,  Less    of 

self  and    all    of  Thee,  None  of 
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self  and  none  of  Thee, 

self  and  some  of  Thee, 

self  and  more  of  Thee, 

self  and    all     of  Thee, 
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When  I  proud  -  ly  said  to  Je  -  sus,  All  of 
And  my  wist  -  ful  heart  said  faint  -  ly,  Some  of 
Brought  me  low  -  er  while  I  whis-pered,  Less  of 
Lord,  Thy  love  at  last  has  conquered,  None  of 
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self  and  none  of  Thee, 

self  and  some  of  Thee, 

self  and  more  of  Thee, 

self  and     all  of  Thee. 
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Jesus  Galls  the  Boys  and  Girls. 


Herbert  G.  Tovey. 


Copyright,   1920,  by  Keith  L.  Brooks. 


Keith  L.  Brooks. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  calls  the  boys  and  girls  to         Him, 

2.  Je  -  sus  calls  the  boys  and  girls  just      now, 

3.  Je  -  sus  needs  the  boys  and  girls  to     -    day, 


Calls   them     in    their 
As        He       did     in 
Sun  -  beams  bright  for 
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ten  -  der  years; 

days  gone  by, 

Him  to  be, 
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He  would  have  them  ere  they  walk  in  sin, 

When  He  placed  His  hand  up  -  on   their       brow 
Showing  oth  -  er    boys  and  girls  the         way, 
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Guard  them  from  all  doubts  and  fears. 
With  a  bless  -  ing  from  on  high. 
Tell  -  ing      of    sal  -  va  -  tion  free. 


Je   -   sus     calls     the     boys      and 
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Him,       They  should  come  while  now  they  may;       His    is     love  that 
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nev  -  er    will  grow   dim, 
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Come  then,  boys  and  girls,  to  -  aay.  (to-day. 
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Blessed  Lord  in  Thee  is  Refuse. 


Herbert  Booth 


W.  Owen 


i=t 


Jed 


*r     + 


*zy 


s±3 


Bless-ed  Lord,  in  Thee  is  ref  -  uge,  Safe-ty  for  my  trembling  soul, 
In  the  past,  too,  un  -  be  -liev-ing,  'Midst  the  tern  -  pest  I  have  been, 
O  for  trust  that  brings  the  triumph.  Wlien  de-feat  seems  strangely  near; 
Faith  tri-um-phant — blessed  vic-t'ry  !  Ev-'ry  bar  -  rier  swept  a- way ! 
-&■    -f-     -*-     -g-    £2-    -F-     -#-      „ 


BE 


zrf 


:t=t 


£ 


t=t 


-<2_ 


1  I  l 


=§' 


M= 


4       l      J 


fc 


-^ — ^ — ^ — 

Pow'r  to  lift  my  head  when  drooping  'Midst  the  an  -  gry  bil-lows'  roll. 
And  my  heart  has  slow  -  ly  trust  -  ed  What  my  eyes  have  nev  -  er  seen. 
0  for  faith  that  changes  fight -ing  In-  to  vie -fry's  ring-ing  cheer! 
Heav'n  de-scend-ing,  joy   and  full  -  ness,  Dawn  of   ev  -    er    -    last  ing  dav  ! 
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I       will  trust    Thee,         I     will  trust  Thee,  I       will    trust      Thee; 

Bless-ed    Je  -     sus,        Bless-ed    Je   -    sus,         Bless-ed       Je  -     sus, 
Faith  tri-  um  -  phant,     Faith  tri  -  um  -  pliant,     Faith    tri 
Je  -  sus    on    -    ly —       Je  -   sus    on   -     ly —        Je  -   sus 
I  will  trust  Thee,  I  will  trust  Thee, 
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I  will  trust  Thee; 
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All     my    life  Thou  shaltcon  -  trol,  All  my       life  Thou  shalt    con-trol. 

Teach  me  on  Thy      arm   to      lean,  Teach  me   on  Thy     arm     to    lean. 

Knowing  not  de  -    feat  nor    fear,  Knowing    not  de   -    feat  nor  fear. 

Him   to    love  and     Him  o  -  bey,  Him  to     love  and      Him    o  -bey. 


NOTE -By  ignoring  the  flats,  this  song  may  he  played  and  sung  in  the  key  of  G  major 
with  telling  effect. 
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He  Is  Coming,  He  Is  Nigh. 


"Surely  I  come  quickly.    Amen.     Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus." — Rev.  22:20. 
Helen  E.  Jennings  Herbert  Q.  Tovey 


He 
He 
He 
He 


is  com-ing!  He     is   nigh!  Signs   of    this     we    can  des  -  cry; 

is  com- ing!  Then  shall  all    His    redeemed  ones  hear  the   call, 

is  com-ing!  Gladness  deep!  We  with  saints  who  were  "a -sleep' 

is  com- ing!  Hope  sublime!  Short   is    now    the  wait-ing  time; 
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Precious   Saviour,  soon  Thy  voice  Will    my  rap  -  tured  soul  re-  joke, 
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Soon    the  clouds  of    mid  -  night  dark  -  ness 
And      as     lightning  through  the    star  -  ry 
Shall    be     with  Him   in        the     Glo  -  ry 
From  mine  eyes   the  tears       of      ad   -   o 
And   these  long -ing  eyes     shall    see  Thee 
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will      de-part,  (de-part,) 

heav-ens  dart,  (will  dart,) 

ne'er    to  part;  (to   part;) 

ra  -  tion  start,  (will  start.) 

as    Thou  art,  (Thou art.) 
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And      in     ra-diance  pass-ing  fair,   We    shall  meet  Him   in    the  air. 

They  will  be  "caught  up    on   high    In      the  twink-ling   of    an  eye." 

Weakness,  pain,  and  suffering  past,  Free  from  sin     and  care  at  last. 

As         I  think  that    an  -  y     day      I      may  soar  from  earth  a  -  way, 

And     be   like  Thee!  Oh,  what  bliss,  Just    an  -  tic  -    i   -  pa -ting  this! 
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My  Saviour's  Bible, 


J.  M. 


Luke  24 :  27  (R.  V.) 


Rev.  J.  Mountain,  D.D. 


Solo— Duet. 
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I.     Mv    Saviour's  Bi  -  ble  shall  be  mine!  That  Book  whereon   He    set   his  seal: 

2.     The  Law,  the  Prophets,  and  the  Psalms-No  high-er  Truth  to  Christ  could  be; 

3.     But  full  -  er  Truth  through  Him  has  come,  And  brighter  light,  and  sweeter  beams; 

4.     With  joy   I  learn  His  wondrous  Truth,  In  Gos-pels   and   E-  pis- ties  writ; 

5.    The  Way,  the 

1'ruth,  the  Life  is  He — The  Son    of  Man,  yet  Lord  Di  - 1 

fine; 
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Its      pa  -  ges  shine  with  heav'nly  light,  And  God's  own  Will  to    me      re- veal. 
His  guide,  His  com-fort,  and  His  strength- What  spoke  to  Him  shall  speak  to    me. 
From  Calv'ry's  cross  Love's  voice  is  heard,  And,  from  its  darkness,  glo  -  ry  streams. 
And    in   His  death  that  slew  my  sin,    My  heart  in   love  to   Him     is   knit. 
To    Him    I    now  my  will    sub-mit,  And  make  His  treasured  Bi  -  ble  mine. 
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O      Sacred  Book!  Great  gift  of  God!     Its   rays  of  Truth  with  splendor  shine: 
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I'll  store  its  gems  in  mind  and  heart:  My  Saviour's  Bi-ble  shall  e'er  be  mine! 


WS: 


t=t 


f 


-^ 


«*l 


■£.  k*.  tu.  -.- 


Mcdji 


»   » 


^J 


V-y— h 


V— k" 


Copyright  by  Rev.  J.  Mountain,  I).  D.    Used  by  permission. 
*  If  upper  notes  are  too  high  take  melody  in  small  notes. 
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Alas!  and  Did  My  Saviour. 


Isaac  Watts 


Cho.  by  H.  A.  Ironside 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 


A-   las!   and  did    my    Sa-viour  bleed?  And  did    my  So  v'  reign  die? 
Was  it     for  crimes  that  I      had  done,  He  groan'd  np-on     the  tree? 
Well  might  the   sun     in  dark-ness  hide,  And  shut  his    glo  -  ries  in, 
But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er   re1  pay   The  debt   of    love      I     owe: 
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WouldHe    de-vote  that  sa-credhead    For  such     a  worm    as      I? 
A    -    maz-ing   pit-   y !  grace  unknown!  And  love    be-yond     de-gree! 
When  Christ  the  might- y  Mak  -  er,  died     For  man,  the  crea-ture's  sin. 
Here,  Lord,  I  give    my  -  self     a  -  wray, — "Tis    all  that     I      can    do. 
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Now   I    will  glo  -  ry     in    the  cross,  For  this   I   count  the  world  but  dross 
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There  I  with  Christ  was  cru-ci-fied;  His  death  is  mine;  with  Him  I  died;  And 
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while    I     live    my  song  shall   be,    No  long-er      I,      but  Christ  in    me. 


e=i 


1- 


-K2_ 


t=t 


-(S>- 


je. 


t=t 


£*£ 


1 


International  Copyright,  1925,  by  Herbert  G.  Tovey 


75 


Baptismal  Hymn. 


J.  G.  Deck 


Herbert  Q.  Tovey 


1.  A  -  round  Thy  grave,  Lord    Je  - 

2.  Lord  Je  -   sus,    we      re  -  mem 

3.  0      Lord,  Thou  now    art       ris 

4.  Un  -  to      Thy  death  bap   -  tiz 
„/t      .ft. 
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spir  -  it     here    we 
trav  -  ail      of     Thy 
ail     all      is 
we 


w 
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en,    Thy    trav 
ed,    We   own   with  Thee 
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stand,  With  hearts  all    full      of   prais  -  es,      To  keep   Thy  blest  com- 
soul,  When  in    Thy  love's  deep  pit   -    y     The  waves  did    o'er  Thee 
o'er;  For  sin    Thou  once  hast  suf-fered — Thouliv'st  to      die     no 
died ;  With  Thee,  our  Life,  we're  ris  -  en: —  And  shall  be      glo  -    ri 
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mand.  By  faith,  our   souls    re  -  joic  -  ing     To    trace  Thy  path     of 
roll.     Baptised    in  death's  cold  wa  -  ters    For      us    Thy  blood  was 
more.  Sin,  death,  and  hell,  are  vanquished   By    Thee,  the  Church' s 
fied.  From  sin,    the  world,  and  Sa   -   tan,  We're  ransomed  by     Thy 
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love,  Thro' death's  dark  an-gry  bil  -  lows  Up  to  the  throne  a- hove, 
shed,  For  us  Thou,  Lord  of  glo-  ry  Wast  numbered  with  the  dead. 
Head ;  And  now  we  share  Thy  triumph,  Thou  First-born  from  the  dead, 
blood,  And  here  would  walk  as  strang-ers,      A  -  live  with  Thee  to  God. 
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-Words  of  the  above  hymn  may  also  be  sung  to  setting  on  opposite  page— No.  76. 

International  Copyright,  1925,  by  Herbert  G.  Tovey 


76 


Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed. 


James  Jlontgomery 


S.  S.  Wesley 


1.  Hail   to      the  Lord's  A  -  noint  -  ed — GreatDa-vid's  great- er   Son! 

2.  The  heav'ns  which  now  con  -  ceal    Him    In   coun-sels    deep  and  wise, 

3.  He  shall  come  down  like   show  -  ers    Up  -  on      the  new-mown  grass, 

4.  Kings  shall  fall   down  be  -  fore    Him,  And  gold   and     in-cense  bring; 
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When  to      the    time    ap  -  point  -  ed     The    roll  -  ing  years  shall    run, 
In       glo  -  ry     shall    re  -  veal    Him    To      our      re  -  joic  -  ing     eyes: 
And    joy    and   hope,  like    flow  -  ers,  Spring  up  where  He  doth   pass, 
All       na  -  tions  shall     a   -  dore  Him, — His  praise  all     peo  -  pie     sing! 
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He  comes  to    break  op  -  pres  -  sion,   To      set  the  cap  -  tive  free, 

He  Who  with  hands  up-  lift  -  ed   Went  from  the  earth   be  -  low, 

Be-fore   Him,    on      the  mountains,  Shall  Peace,  the  her-  aid    go; 

Outstretched  His  wide    do  -  min  -  ion   O'er    riv    -  er,  sea,    and  shore, 
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To   take      a  -  way  trans-gres- sion,  And   rule     in       eq  -   ui 
Shall  come    a  -  gain,    all    gift-    ed,     His  bless -ing      to       be- 
And  right-eous-ness,    in  foun  -  tains,  From  hill     to      val  -  ley 
Far   as       the    eag-le'spin-  ion,     Or  dove's  light  wing  can 
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C.  H.  Jack  Linn. 
Lastv.  H.  G.T. 

Duet. 

IN 


0  Calvary. 
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Herbei  t  O.  Tovey. 
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1.  0  wond'rous  day  when  I  was  saved, When  I  was  saved  from  guilt  and  sin; 

2.  0  wond'rous  light  that  shone  on  me,  That  made  me  see  His  lovedi  -  vine; 

3.  0  wond'rous  pow'r  of  Christ  the  Lord,  He  drew  me  to  His  wounded  side; 

4.  0  wond'rous  day  when  I  be- hold    My  com-ing  Lord    in  yon-der   sky; 
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0  wond'rous  change  wrought  in  my  heart,  When  Je-sus 
A  sin-ner  frail,  a  sin-sick  soul  No  more  am 
He  holds  me  there,  I  do  not  fear  While  in  His 
The  sto  -  ry  then    will  all  be    told,  How  He,  in 


came  and  entered  in. 
I,    for  He   is  mine, 
love    I    still  a  -  bide, 
love.came forth  to  die. 
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0      Cal  -  va  -  ry, 


0  Cal-va  -  ry,  0  Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
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His  life  for  me,  From  home  in  heav'n  to  earth  He  came, 

His  life   for    me,     for     me,  From  home   in  heaven  to  earth  He  came, 
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0  Galvary.    Goncluded. 
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To  shed  His  blood,  endure   the  shame;  0   Cal-va 

To  shed  His  blood,    en       -     dure  the  shame;  O 
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O      Cal-  va 
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Je- sus  gave  His     life  for  me,  for  me. 
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Bickersteth 


Me  Gome. 


Qwynn  Ewell 


T     V-      r  r   t  t  r 

Till    Pie  come!  Oh  let  the  words  Lin-ger    on    the  trembling  cords,  Let  the 

2.  Clouds  and  darkness  round  us  press,  Would  we  have  one  sorrow    less?    All  the 

3.  When  the  wea-ry  ones  we  love    En  -ter    on  their  rest  a-bove,  When  their 

4.  See,    the  feast  of  love  is  spread,  Outpoured  wine  and  broken  bread,  Sweet  mem- 


V     -#-       -C-    -0-   -#- 


'-al m  — 2 —  #-" — 1— 

-J-     ^V     *^        -#j   *j 

while  be-tween    In  the   gold-en    light  be  seen.   Let    us  think  how 
the  cross,  All  that  tells  the  world   is   dross,  Death,  and  darkness, 
long-  er     on    our  ear,    Hush  be  ev  -  'ry 


lit  -  tie 

sharpness  of 

words  of  love  and  cheer  Fall  no 

o  -rials  till    the  Lord  Call  us  round  His  heavenly  board;  Some  from  earth,  from 
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Heav'n  and  home  Lie  beyond  that,  Till  He  come,  Lie    be-yond  that,  Till  He 
and  the  tomb,  Pain  us  on-ly,  Till  He  come,  Pain  us     on-  ly, 
murmer  dumb,  It    is   on-ly,  Til  He  come,  It     is      on-ly, 
g!o  -  rysome,  Severed  on- ly,  TLi  He  come,  Severed    on  -  ly, 
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come. 
Till  He  ome. 
Till  He  come. 
Till  He  come. 


NOTE.— Can  be  sung  to  "Rock  of  Ages 
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There's  Mercy  Still  for  Thee. 
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1.  0   wand'rer,  knowing  not  the  smile    Of    Je  -  sus'  love-ly    face,    In 

2.  Tho'  sins  of  years  rise  mountains  high,  And  would  thy  hopes  destroy,  Thy 
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dark  -  ness    liv  -  ing   all    the  while,  Re  -  ject  -  ing  of-f  er'd  grace:  To 
Sa  -  viour's  blood  can  wash  a  -  way  The  stains,  andbring  thee  joy.  Now, 
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thee  Je  -  hovah's  \ 
lift    thy  heart  in 
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free; 
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Thy    God,  He    hath      a     ransom  found,  There's  mer-cy  still     for  thee. 
While  still  the      an  -  gels  chant  the  strain,  "There's  mer-cy  still     for  thee!" 
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There's  mer-cy    still    for  thee!  There's  mer-cy  still  for  thee! 
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There's  MerGy  Still  for  Thee.    Gonduded. 
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trembling  soul,  He'll  make  thee  whole,  There's  mer-cy     still 
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Me  Will  Meet  Your  Need 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 


1.  Je  -  sus  is  the  friend  you  need,  He 

2.  Je  -  sus  is  the  friend  you  need,  Your 

3.  Je  -  sus  is  the  friend  you  need,  His 

4.  Je  -  sus  is  the  friend  you  need,  in 


is  the  friend  for  you; 
soul  He  seeks  to  win: 
call  comes  clear  to  -  day; 
ev  -    'ry      hour    of    woe; 
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His      is     ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    love,     A     love     so   deep,  so 

Lov  -  ing  -  ly     to  you    doth  speak,  He'll  save  from   ev  -  'ry 

Trust  a  -lone  His  fin  -ishedwork,  And    His  sweet  will    o 

Safe  -  ly  keeps  un  -  to      the    end,    Be      with  you  where  you 
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He 

will   meet  your  need,                    He    will  meet  your   need, 

your  great  need,                                               your  great  need, 
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For    His  pow'r  can    nev-er    fail,    He    will  meet  your  need,  (your  need.) 
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Yet  He  Loved  Me. 


Peter  P.  Wahlstad 
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1.  Once  I     wandered  in     sin   and    fol  -  ly,  Closed  my  ears   to  the    Saviour's 

2    Sick  at  heart,  but    in   pride  re  -  fus  -  ing      To    acknowledge  my    sin    and 

3.  Seeking    joy,    I  found  nought  but  sor-row,    And  tho'  wea-ry,  I    knew   no 

4.  Then  His  love,  0,  how  great  and   ten-der!  Won    at  last   o'er  my   stub-born 
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voice;  Lived  for  earth's  pal-try  pleasures  wholly,  Made  the  world  and  its  ways  my 
shame;  And  His  patience  and  grace  a-bus-ing,  I  made  light  of  His  peer-less 
rest;  Troubled  days  and  an  anxious  morrow,  But  no  room  for  the  heavenly 
will;    And  with  joy  now   to    Him   I  ren-der  Praise  for  mer  -  cy   that  sought  me 
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choice,  (my  choice.) 

name.  (His  name.)  Yet  He  loved  me  in   all  my 

Guest,  (the  Guest.) 

still,      (me  still.)  For  {after  last  verse.) 
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sin;  And  He  pleaded 


to  let  Him 
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in.  And  He 

Him  in. 


offered  me   rest    up  -  on  His  breast,  And  the  glory  with  Him  to 
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win. 
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to    win. 


Yes,  He  loved  me     in  all    my    sin,  And  He  plead-ed     to   let   Him 
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Yet  He  Loved  Me.    Goncluded. 
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in;      And  He   offered  me  rest  up-on  His  breast  And  the  glo-ry  with  Him  to  win. 
Him  in  _  to  win. 
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Washed,  Whiter  Than  Snow. 


H.  W.  Ironside 


Wm.  O.  Fisher 
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Lord  Je  -  sus,  what  grace  do  I  see  in  Thy  face, 
The  thorn-marks,  methinks,  on  Thy  brow  I  can  trace, 
Lord  Je  -  sus,  in  Thee  by  the  Fath-  er  I'm  seen, 
Ac  -  cept  -  ed  in  Thee,  I'm  made  ev  -  'ry  whit  clean, 
a  1  Lord  Je  -  sus,  since  now  for  Thy  home  I'm  made  meet, 
'  \  My    bless  -  ed    po  -  si  -  tion's  to    lie     at     Thy  feet, 
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The  wounds  out  of 


Tho'  once  a     vile 


Lord  Je  -  sus,  aye  there  I 
'Till  that  bless  ed  day  of 
Lord  Je  -  sus,  Thy  prais-  es 
When  throned  with  Thyself  as 


de-  sire   to       re  main 
Thy  com-ing      a  -  gain 
in    glo  -  ry  we'll  sing,  \  .    ,  ,        .     „ 
the  bride  of    the  King,  f  And  thTm%h  ali 
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which  Thy  life's  blood  did  once  flow;  By  which  I've  been  washed  and  made  whiter 
sin  -  ner,  how  bless-ed  to  know,  That  now  I'  ve  been  washed  and  made  whi-ter 
pen  -  i  -  tent,  nor  as  a  foe,  But  one  by  Thee  washed  and  made  whi-ter 
bride  shalt  in  glo-ry  forth  go,  And  take  her  all  washed  and  made  whi  ter 
ter  -  ni  -  ty  this  song  shall  flow,  "Thou  hast  washed  and  made  us  e'en  whi-ter 
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D.  S.  washed  and  made  whi  -  ter 
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than  snow.     Whiter  than  snow, yes,  whi-ter  than  snow,     I  know  I've  been 


than  snow. 
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On  the  Gross  of  Galvary. 


Anon 


S.  A.  Music 


1.  On     the    cross    of      Cal  -  va  -  ry,        Je  -  sus    died     for  you  and 

2.  O     what    won-drous,  wondrous    love,  Brought  me    down     at  Je  -  sus' 

3.  Take  me,      Je  -  sus,      I        am  Thine,  Whol  -  ly    Thine  for  ev  -  er- 

4.  Clouds  and  dark-ness  veiled  the     sky    When  the    Lord  was  cru  -  ci- 
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me;     There  He  shed      His    precious  blood,  That  from  sin     we  might  be 
feet!        0    such  won  -  drous,   dy  -  ing  love,  Asks      a      sac  -  ri  -  fice  corn- 
more;   Bless  -  ed    Je    -  sus,   Thou  art  mine,  Dwell  with  -  in      for     ev  -  er- 
fied;       "It      is     fin  -  ished!"  was  His    cry,   When  He  bowed  His  head  and 
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free, 
plete 
more! 
died. 

0  the  cleans-ing  stream  doth  flow,  And  it  wash 
Lord,  I  give  my  -  self  to  Thee,  Soul  and  bod  - 
Cleanse,  0  cleanse  my  heart  from  sin,    Make  and  keep 

It     was  fin  -  ished  there  for   me;      All    the  world 
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-  es  white  as 
y,  Thine  to 
me  pure  with- 
maynow  go 
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snow: 

It 

be: 

It 

in: 

It 

free: 

It 

was  for  me  that  Je  -  sus     died  On 

was  for  me  Thy  blood  was  shed  On 

was  for  me  Thy  blood  was  shed  On 

was  for  me  that  Je  -  sus     died  On 
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the  cross  of  Cal-va  -  ry. 

the  cross  of  Cal-va  -  ry. 

the  cross  of  Cal-va  -  ry. 

the  cross  of  Cal-va  -  ry. 
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On  the  Gross  of  Galvary.  Goncluded. 


Chorus 


On  Cal-va  -  ry, On  Cal-va  -  ry, It    was  for 

OnCal-va-ry,  OnCal-va-ry, 
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me    that       Je  -   sus 


died      On     the     cross     of     Cal  -  va  -    ry! 
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How  Good  Is  the  God  We  Adore. 


Anon 
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Lewis  Edson 
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-.    |  How  good  is     the  God  we      a-dore,  Our  f  aith-f  ul,    un-change-a- ble  Friend; 

*  (  Whose  love  is    as  great  as  His  pow'r,  And  knows  neither  measure  nor  end. 

B.C.  We'll  praise  Him  for  all  that    is  past,  And  trust  Him  for  all  that's  to  come. 

2  /  De-  scend-ing  from  glo  -  ry  on  High  With  men  He    de-light  -  ed    to  dwell, 

"  (  Con-tent  -  ed    our  Sure  -  ty     to    die,  Nor  e'er   did  the  vile  -  est    re  -  pel. 

D.  C.  Oh,  who  would  not  boast  of  such  love,  And  count  the  world's  glo-ry  but  loss? 
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'Tis  Je  -  sus,  the  First  and  the  Last,  Whose  Spir-it  shall  guide  us  safe  home; 
En-dur-ing  the  sor-row  and  shame,  He       suffered  for  sins   on   the  cross, 
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0  Eyes  That  Are  Weary! 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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O         eyes  that  are  wear  -  y  and  hearts  that  are   sore,    Look 
Looking  off    un  -  to      Je  -  sus,  my   eyes  can -not    see      The 
Looking  off    un  -  to      Je  -  sus,  my    spir  -  it      is    blest;    In   the 
Looking  off    un  -  to      Je  -  sus      I      go     not     a  -  stray;  My 
Soon,   soon    I    shall  know  all    the  beau  -  ty    and  grace     Of 
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un  -  to   Je  -  sus,  and  sor  -  row    no  more:  The     light    of  His  coun-  te-nance 
les    and  dangers  that  throng  around  me;    They    can  -  not  be  blind -ed  with 
I    have  turmoil,  in  Him     I    have  rest;  The       sea      of  my  life     all    a- 
are    on  Him,  and  He  shows  me  the  way!    The    path  may  seem  dark  as    He 
sus  my  Lord,  when  I  stand  face  to  face;     I  shall  know  how  His  love  went  be- 
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eth  so  bright,  That  on  earth  as  in  Heaven  there  need  be  no  night, 
row-ful  tears:  They  can  -  not  be  shadowed  with  un  -  be  -  lief  fears. 
me  may  roar,  When  I  look  un  -  to  Je  -  sus  I  hear  it  no  more. 
me  a -long,  But  fol  -  low-ing  Je  -sus  I  can  -  not  go  wrong. 
me  each  day,    And  won-  der  that  ev  -   er    my  eyes  turned  a  -  way. 
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Cast  Thy  Burden  on  the  Lord. 


Psalm  55  :  22 


pi 


Keith  L.  Brooks 
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Cast  thy  bur -den   on    the  Lord,  (the  Lord,)  And  He    shaU  sus-tain    thee. 
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Gast  Thy  Burden  on  the  Lord.   Concluded. 


gHnrf 


2st=±=*i£rr£=H 


^  r    i      i  i    ■ 

Cast  thy  bur-den     on    the  Lord,  (the  Lord,)  and  Tie    shall  sus  -  tain    thee. 
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The  Solid  Rock. 


Rev.  Edward  Mote 
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William  B.  Bradbury 
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-.    |  My   hope  is  built   on  noth-ing  less  Than  Je- sus' blood  and  righteousness; 

"  \     I    dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame,  But  whol-ly    lean   on     Jesus'  name. 
2   f  When  darkness  veils  His  lovely    face    I    rest     on    His  unchanging  grace; 

"  \   In    ev  -  'ry  high  and  storm-y    gale,  My  an-chor  holds  within    the  vail. 


,   f  His  oath,  His  cov  -  e-nant,  His  blood  Support  me 
*  \  When  all    a-round  my  soul  gives  way,  He  then  is 

4. 


in  the  whelming  flood;  \ 

all     my  hope  and  stay.  ) 

When  He  shall  come  with  trumpet  sound  0      I    shall  then  in  Him  be  found,  ) 

Drest  in  His  righteousness     a-lone,   Faultless  to  stand  be-fore  the  throne.  / 
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Rock,     I      stand;  All        oth  -  er  ground  is 
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All       oth  -  er   ground 


sink   -  ing      sand. 


m 


88 


0  Christian,  Haste,  Thy  Mission. 


Mary  A.  Thompson 
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James  Walch 
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1.  O  Christian,  haste,  thy  mission  high  f  ul  -  fill  -  ing,  To  tell    to     all  the 

2.  Be-hold  how  ma-ny  thousands  still  are    ly  -  ing  Bound  in  the  darksome 

3.  Tis  thine  to  save  from  per  -  il     of    per  -  di  -  tion  The  souls  for  whom  the 

4.  Pro-claim  to  ev'  -  ry    people,  tongue,  and  na-tion  That  God,  in  whom  they 


w^m 


i — i- 


m 


m 


p=t 


m 


t=t 


t=t 


S=M 


25" 
"TST 


W 


% 


&=£**=£&=*= 


world  that  God  is  Light;  That  He  who  made  all  na-tions  is  not  will-ing 
pris  -  on-house  of  sin,  With  none  to  tell  them  of  the  Saviour's  dy  -  ing, 
Lord  His  life  laid  down;  Beware  lest,  sloth-ful  to  ful  -  fill  thy  mis-sion, 
live   and  move,  is  love:  Tell  how  He  stooped  to  save  His  lost   ere  -  a  -  tion, 
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One  soul  should  per-ish,  lost  in  shades  of  night. 

Or        of    the  life    He  died  for  them  to    win.   Pub-lish  glad  ti  -  dings; 

Thou  lose  one  jew  -  el  that  should  deck  His  crown. 

And  died  on  earth  that  man  might  live  a  -  bove. 
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sus,  Re-demption  and   re-lease. 
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Hark!  the  Voice  of  Jesus  Galling. 


Daniel  March 


Mozart,  arr. 


by  H.  P.  Main 

IS 


1.  Hark!  the  voice  of     Je  -  sus  calling,  "Who  will   go  and  work  to-  day? 

2.  If    you  can-not  cross  the  o-cean,  And    the  heathen  lands  ex  -  plore, 

3.  If    you  can-not  speak  like  angels,    If      you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 

4.  Let  none  hear  you   i  -  dly  saying,  "There  is  noth-ing    I     can  do," 
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Fields  are  white  and  har  -  vest    waiting;  Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  a  -  way?' 
You     can  find  the  heath  -  en    near-er,  You   can  help  them    at  your  door. 
You     can   tell  the  love     of    Je  -  sus,  You  can   say   He      died  for     all. 
While  the  souls  of  men    are  dy  -  ing,  And  the    Mas-  ter      calls  for   you: 


MM 


££ 


» 


£ 


^Nes 


* 


0-0T 


W^ 


-•-. — #— 

of  -  f ers 
wid-ow's 
s  dread  a  - 

pleasure 


Loud  and  long  the  Mas  -  ter  call-eth,  Rich  re-ward  He 
If  you  can  -  not  give  your  thousands,  You  can  give  the 
If  you  can -not  rouse  the  wicked  With  the  judgment 
Take  the  task  He  gives  you    glad-ly,     Let  His  work  your 


free; 
mite; 
larms, 
be; 


Who  will  an-swer  glad-  ly 
And  the  least  you  do  for 
You  can  lead  the  lit  -  tie 
An  -  swer  quick-ly  when  He 


say-mg, 

Je-  sus, 

children, 

calleth, 
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Here  am 
Will  be 
To  the 
Here  am 


I,  send  me,  send  me." 
pre  -  cious  in  His  sight. 
Saviour's  wait-ing  arms. 

I,      send  me,  send  me." 
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"Looking" 


Frank  Johnson 
Arr.  by  Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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1.  Look-ing 

2.  Look-ing 

3.  Look-ing 

4.  Lpok-ing 

5.  Look-ing 
•- 


to  Je  -  sus,  look  -  ing  to  Je 

for  Je  -  sus,  look-ing  for  Je 

for  ;  Je  -  sus,  wait- ing  for  Je 

for  Je  -  sus,  look-ing  for  Je 

at  Je  -  sus,    on  -  ly  at  Je 


sus ;  "Find  -  ing 
sus;  Once  the 
sus;  Soon  He 
sus;  Oh!  how 
sus ;     As      at 
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Him    sat  -is  -  fac-tion   be-  low,  Trust-ing  Him  ev  -  er,  saved  now  for- 
ject  -  ed  One,  suff-' ring  be-  low,    Now  to    the^glo-  ry  He's  gone  be- 
come   a -gain  this    I     do  know;  Look-ing  and  wait-ing     to    see  clouds 
hope  sets  my  poor  heart  a  -  glow !    For  He  will  take  me,  change  me,  and 
feet      in    the  glo  -  ry      I     bow,    And  for   sal  -  va  -  tion,  yield  ad- o- 
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Refrain 
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ev  -  er,  Cleansed  by  the  blood  that  He  shed,  long  a  - 

fore  me,  Gone  to    prepare  a  place  long,  long  a  - 

breaking,  And  His  return,  promised  long,  long  a  - 

make  me,  E'en  like  Himself,  as  He  said,  long  a  - 

ra  -  tion,  Singing  His  praise  for  His  love  long  a  - 
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go.  Looking  to   Je-sus, 
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looking  to     Je-sus,  Trusting  Him  on-ly   as  onward  I    go;  Trusting  Him 


ev  -  er,  Saved  now  for  -  ev  -  er,  Saved  by  the  blood  that  He  shed  long  a  -  go. 
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Sing,  0  Sing,  This  Blessed  Morn. 


Christopher  Wordsworth 


Mrs.  Lewis  Sperry  Chafer 


1.  Sing,  O  sing,  this  bless-ed     morn;         Un  -  to    us      a       Child  is  born, 

2.  God    of    God,  and  Light  of     Light,    Comes  with  mercy         in-  n*  -  nite, 

3.  God  comes  down  that  man  may  rise,  Lift-ed    by  Him      to     the  skies; 
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Un-to      us     a      Son    is      given,        God  Himself  comes  down  from  heaven. 
Joining    in      a    wondrous    plan,     Heaven  to   earth  and     God   to  man. 
He    is    Son    of    Man  that   we,  By  Him  sons  of        God  may  be. 
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Sing,  0      sing,  this    blessed     morn 


I 
Je  -  sus  Christ  to    -    day  is    born. 
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Sing,  0  sing,  this    bless-ed      morn,         Je  -  sus  Christ  to  -  day    is    born. 
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Your  Last  Invitation. 


Dr.  W.  S.  Pitts 
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1.  Come  now,  from  your  slumber    a  • 

2.  Find  pardon  and  peace  in     be 

3.  Then  haste  while  the  Saviour  is 

4.  To  -  day   is    the  day    of    sal 
come,  come,  come,  come,  Come  while  the  Spir  -  it       is 


wak-ing, 
liev  -  ing, 
wait-in  g, 
-  va  -  tion, 
call  -  ing, 
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And 
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list 
rest 
call 
en 

come 


to      the  voice    of    the  Lord; 

on  -    ly  saved  ones  can  know, 

of      the  Gos  -  pel    o   -   bey ; 

ter     the  wide     o  -pen    door; 
to       the       Sa  -  vionr   to  -    day, 
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This   may 
This    may 
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light  is        break    -  ing,      And"    o'er    you  His  love      is  out-poured, 

ance  re    -   ceiv     -     ing,      And     joy      on  -  ly    He    can  be  -  stow, 

less  de  -    ba      -      ting,    And   kneel   at  His  pierced  feet  to  -  day. 

in    -  vi   -    ta      -      tion;  God's  Spir-    it  may   call    you  no      more. 

in    -  vi    -    ta        -       tion;      0         come     and    no     long  -  er  de  -    lay. 
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1.  There  is        a   fountain  filled  with  blood  Drawn  from  Im-man-uel's  veins, 
D.C. — A nd  sinners,  plunged  beneatl i  that  flood ,  [  Omit ] 

2.  The      dy  -  ing  thief  re-joiced    to   see     That  fountain     in    his      day; 
D.C—  And  there  may  I,  though  vile    as    he,      [Omit ] 

3.  Thou  dy-ing  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood,  Shall  nev  -  er      lose  its     power, 
D.C— Till      ail  the  ransomed  Church  of  God     [Omit ] 

4.  E'er  since   by  faith     I  saw  the  stream  His  flow-ing  wounds  sup -ply, 
D.C — Re  -  deeming  love  has  been  my  theme,  [Omit ] 

5.  Then    in       a    no  -  bier,  sweeter  song,  I'll  'sing  Thy  pow'r  to      save, 
D.C. — When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue  [Omit  ..'......_. ^ ] 


There  is  a  Fountain.  Concluded. 
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D.C. 


Lose  all  their  guilty  stains.  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains; 
Wash  all  my  sins  a- way.  Wash  all  my  sins  a -way,  Wash  all  my  sins  a  -   way; 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more.  Are  saved  to  sin  no  more,  Are  saved  to  sin  no  more; 
And  shall  be  till  I   die.     And  shall  be  till  I    die,     And  shall  be  till  I      die; 
Lies    silent  in  the  grave.  Lies  silent  in  the  grave,  Lies  si-lent  in  the  grave; 
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I  Once  Was  a  Stranger. 


Robert  M.  McCheyne 


Anne  Steele 


1.  I        once  was     a    stranger  to  grace  and  to     God;   I        knew   not    my 

2.  When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high,  Then    le  -  gal  fears 

3.  My      ter-rors    all  vanished  before  the  sweet  name;  My    guilt  -  y    fears 

4.  "Je   -     ho  -  vah  Tsidkenu!"    My  treasure  and  boast;  "Je   -    ho  -  vah  Tsid- 
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dan  -  ger,  I  felt 
shook  me —  I  trem 
ban  -  ished,  with  bold 
kenu!"  I      ne'er 


not  my   load;  Tho'  friends  spoke  in    rap-ture  of 
bled  to     die;  No   ref-uge,  no   safety,    in 
ness     I     came  To  drink  at     the  fountain,  life- 
can  be      lost;  In   this    I     shall  conquer  by 
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Christ  on  the  tree,  "Je 
self  could  I  see:  "Je 
giv  -  ing  and  free:  "Je 
flood  and    by  field, — My 
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ho-vah  Tsidkenu"      was  noth-ing  to     me. 

ho-vah  Tsidkenu"       my    Saviour  must  be. 

ho-vah  Tsidkenu"       is      all  things  to    me. 

ca  -  ble,  my    an-chor,  my  breastplate  and  shield! 
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A  Channel  of  Blessing. 


Rev.  Albert  J.  Treloar 


Hilda  B.  Tovey 
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1.  Make  me      a   chan  -  nel      of  blessing,  dear  Mas-ter,     Lov-  ing  and 

2.  O      keep   me  near     to    Thee  ev  -  er,  dear  Saviour,     Holding   un- 

3.  Help  me     to   yield  Thee     a  heart -y    sur-ren-der,    Keep-ing  back 

4.  0     make  me    pa- tient  when  patience  is  need-ed,  Strengthened  and 

5.  On  -  ly       a   chan  -  nel      of  blessing,  dear  Fath-er,      Honored  by 
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-ev  -    er      Thy 
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thought  and    its 
rhee    all     the 
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will ;  Poured  forth,  if     needs  be, 
Thee;  Speaking       to     oth  -  ers 
)lan ;  Learn-ing      by     dai  -   ly 
way;     0      may      I      nev  -  er 
love ;    On  -   ly       a    chan  -  nel 
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pure  al    -   a  -  bas  -  ter,  Emptied    of    all    for  Thee,  Master,    to    fill, 
lips  and      be-  haviour,  Bear-ing    a     wit-ness  that  all  men  may  see. 
pe  -rience  how  ten  -  der,  Lov-ing,  and  kind,  is  God's  heart  towards  man. 
heart  though  un-heeded,  Finding   in  Thee  strength  and  joy  for  each  day. 
blessing — 'tis   rath  -  er    Fit  prep  -  a  -  ra  -  tion  for  ser  -  vice    a  -  bove. 


E*=t 


=H* 


t=x 


96 


i — i — ^ 

International  Copyright,  1927,  by  Herbert  G.  Tovey 

Ne  Leadeth  Me. 


%- 


i 


J.  H.  Gilmore 


Wm,  B.  Bradbury 


1.  He    lead-eth  me!    0   bless  -  ed  tho't!  0  words  with  heav'nly    comfort  fraught  1 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom.  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 

3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er  mur  -  mur  or     re  -  pine, 
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Ne  Leadeth  Me.  Goncluded. 
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Whate'er  1  do,  wher-e'er  I  be,  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead  -  eth  me. 
By  wa-ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea,  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead- eth  me. 
Con-tent,  what-ev  -  er     lot      I     see,  Since 'tis  God's  hand  that  lead  -  eth  me. 
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Chorus 
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He  lead-eth    me,  He    lead- eth  me,  By    His  own   hand  He    lead-eth    me; 
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His   faith-ful   fol-low'r     I  would  be,  For  by    His   hand  He     lead-eth  me. 


97  It  Is  finished. 
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,    f  Notb-ing  eith  -  er  great  or  small;  Nothing,  sin-ner,   no; 
■  \   Je  -  sus  did     it,    did    it     all,     Long,     long    a-    go.  "It   is    finished 
When  He  from  His    lof  -  ty  throne,  Stooped  to  do  and    die, 
Ev  -  ry-thing  was   full  -  y    done,  Hearken    to    His    cry. 
Wea-ry,    working,  burdened  one,  Wherefore  toil  you    so? 
Cease  your  do-ing,  all   was  done,  Long,      long   a  -    go. 
Till     to    Je  -  sus' work  you  cling  By    a     sim-ple   faith, 
Do-ing    is      a    dead  -  ly  thing,  "Doing"  ends  in   death. 
Cast  your  dead-ly    "doing"  down,  Down  at    Je  -  sus'  feet; 
Stand  "In  Him."  in  Him  a-lone,  Glo-rious  -  ly   com-plete. 
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Yes,  in  -  deed,  Finished  ev-'ry  jot,  Sinner,  this  is   all  you  need;  Tell  me,  is  it  not? 
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Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


John  Fawcett 


Hans  George  Naegell 
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1.  Blest    be       the  tie      that  binds    Our 

2.  Be    -    fore    our  Fa  -ther's  throne,  We 

3.  We      share  our  mu  -  tual  woes,    Our 

4.  When  we        a   -  sun  -  der   part,      It 
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hearts  in 
pour   our 
mu  -  tual 
gives   us 
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Chris-tian  love; 
ar  -dent prayers; 
bur  -  dens  bear; 
in  -  ward  pain; 
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The    feL  -   low- ship    of      kin  -dred  minds  Is     like     to   that     a  -  bove. 
Our    fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,    Our   com-forts  and   our   cares. 
And   oft  -   en    for     each  oth  -   er  flows  The  sym  -  pa- thiz- ing  tear. 
But    we    shall  still    be    joined  in  heart,  And  hope    to  meet   a  -  gain. 
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Take  My  Life,  and  Let  it  Be. 


F.  R.  Havergal 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury 
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Take  my  life,  and    let     it      be          Con  -  se-crat- ed,  Lord,  to     Thee; 

Take  my  feet,  and    let  them  be         Swift  and  beau-ti  -    ful   for     Thee; 

Take  my  sil  -  ver    and   my    gold,      Not     a    mite  would  1    with  -  hold; 

Take  my  will,  and  make  it      Thine,    It   shall  be    no    longer      mine; 


Cho. — Lord,  I    give    my    life 


Thee,  Thine  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more   to 


Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move    At    the    irn-pnlse   of  Thy    love. 

Take  my  voice,  and  let    me     sing      Al-ways,  on  -  ly,     for   my      King. 

Take  my   mo  ments  and  my     days,  Let  them  flow  in     ceaseless    praise. 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own,     It    shall  be    Thy  roy  -  al     throne. 
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Lord,  L    give      my       life     to       Thee,  Thine  for  -  ev  -  $r  -  more  to      be, 
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No,  No,  No. 


Thoughtfully 


Arr.  by  H.  G.  Tovey 


1.  Was  there     an  -  y  tiling  that  Je-  sus     left   nn  -  done,  left   un-done, 
3s  Hear  Him     in   the  gar-den,  say-ing,  "Not  My       will,  not    My  will." 

3.  See   Him     now  betrayed  by   Ju-das     to    His      foes,     to    His  foes. 

4.  See    the    crown  np-on     His  fore-head,  thorny    crown,  thorny  crown, 

5.  See    Him      on    the  cross  suspend-ed,     ag  -    o   -    ny,      ag  -  o  -  ny. 
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When  He  came   to  earth  to     save     us       ev  -  'ry     one,    ev-'ry  one? 
Oh!      it      was    an   aw-ful     mis-  sion     to      ful  -  fill,     to    f ul -  fill. 
All      the     ter  -  ror  that    a  -  waits  Him,  well    He  knows,  well  He  knows. 
How  the    ten  -  der  flesh  it     pier  -  ces,     pressing  down,  pressing  down. 
It        was    all  that  He  might  res  -  cue    such    as      we,    such  as    we. 
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Chorus. 
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no,      there  was     noth  -  ing    left     un-done. 
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Oh, 
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no, 
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there  was 


noth-ing     left     un  -  done. 
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He  Ra 


Julia  H.  Johnston. 


nsome 
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d  Me. 


J.  W.  Hendenoa. 
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1.  There's  a  sweet  and  bless-ed   sto  -  ry    Of  the  Christ  who  came  from  glo-ry, 

2.  From  the  depth  of    sin  and  sad  -  ness  To  the  heights  of   joy  and  glad-ness 

3.  From  the  throne  of  heav'n-ly  glo  -  ry— Oh,  the  sweet  and  bless-ed  sto  -  ry! 

4.  By     and   by,  with  joy    in-creas-ing,  And  with  grat  -  i-tude  un-ceas-ing, 
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Just  to  res  -  cue  me  from  sin  and  mis  -  er  -  y ;    He   in  loving-kindness  sought  me, 
Je  -  sus  lift  -  ed  me,   in  mer-cy  full  and  free;  With  His  precious  blood  He  bo't  me, 
Je  -  sus  came  to  lift  the  lost  in  sin  and  woe   In  -  to    Kb  -  er  -  ty  all-glo-rious, 
Lif  t-ed  up  with  Christ  f  or-ev  -  er-more  to  be ,    I    will  join  the  hosts  there  sing-ing, 
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P      P 
And  from  sin  and  shame  hathbro'tmo,  Hal  -  le  -  lu-  jahl  Je  -sus  ran-somed  me 
When  I  knew  Him  not,  He  sought  me,  And  in  love  di-vine  He  ran-somed  me 
Tro-phies  of  His  grace  vie  -  to-rious,  Ev  -  er-more  re-joic-ing  here   be  -  low 
In   the    an -them  ev  -  er  ring-ing,  To  the  King  of  Love  who  ran-somed  me 
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Chorus. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-^ah!  what  a  Sav-ior,  Who  can  take  a  poor  lost  sin-ner,Lift 
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from  the  mi-ry  clay  and  set  me  free!  I  will  ev  -  er  tell  the  sto-ry, 

Hal-le-lu-jah! 
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Me  Ransomed  Me. 
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Shoufc-ing  glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry,  glo  -  ry,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  Je  -  sus  ran-somed  me. 
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Why  Not  Now. 
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1.  While  we  pray  aiid  while  we     plead*  While  you  see  your  soul's  deep  need, 

2.  J  jvl  have  wan-a'ered  far    a  -  way;        Do  not   risk   an-oth-er     day; 

3.  In     the  world  yoirve  failed  to  find    Aught  of  peace  for  troub-led  mind; 

4.  Come  to  Christ,  con-fts-sion     make;  Come  to  Christ  and  par-don    take; 
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While  our  Fa-ther  calls  yon  homo,  Will  you  not,  my  broth-er,  come? 
Do  not  turn  from  God  your  face,  But  to-day  ac-cept  His  grace. 
Come  to  Christ,  on  Him  be  -  lieve,  Peace  and  joy  you  shall  re  -  ceive. 
Trust  in  Him  from  day  to     day,      He   will  keep  you  all  the    way. 
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Chorus. 
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Why  not  now? . .  why  not  now? . .  Why  not  feome  to  Je-sus  now?  -bus   now? 

Why  not  now?  why  not  now? 
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The  PreGious  Blood. 


Rev.  W.  McDonald 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton 
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The  cross!  the  cross!  the  blood-stained  cross,  The  hallowed  cross  I    see! 
A    thousand,  thousand  fountains  spring  Up  from  the  throne  of  God ; 
That  priceless  blood  my  ran-som  paid,  While  I     in  bondage  stood  ; 
By    faith  that  blood  now  sweeps  away  my  sins,  as    like    a    flood ; 
This  wondrous  theme  will  best  employ  my  harp  be-  fore  my  God, 
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mind-ing    me      of  precious  blood  That  once  was  shed  for    me. 
none    to    me  such  blessings  bring,  As    Je  -  sus' precious  blood. 
Je  -  sus    all      my  sins  were  laid,  He  saved  me  with  His  blood, 
lets    one  guilt  -  y    blem-ish  stay:  All  praise  to     Je-sus'  blood. 
And  make  all  heav'n  resound  with  joy,  For    Je-sus'  cleansing  blood. 
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Oh,    the  blood,  the    pre-cious  blood!  That  Je  -  sus    shed    for      me, 
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Up  -   on     the  cross,  in    crimson  flood,  Just  now    by  faith  I     see. 
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The  Promised  Land. 


Samuel  Stennett 


Arr.  from  Dunham 


I 

On      Jor-dan's  stormy  banks    I    stand,  And  cast      a       wishful    eye 
All      o'er  those  wide-extend  -  ed  plains  Shines  one      e  -   ter-nalday; 
No      chill-ing  winds,  nor  pois'nous  breath,  Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 
When  shall  I    reach  that  hap- py   place,  And  be      for-   ev  -  er    blest? 
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To  Canaan's  fair  and  hap-py  land  Where  my  pos  -  ses-sions  lie. 
There  God  the  Son  for  -  ev  -  er  reigns,  And  scat  -  ters  night  a  -  way. 
Sick-ness  and  sor  -  row,  pain  and  death,  Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 
When  shall  I      see      my  Father's    face,    And    in     His    bos  -  om  rest? 
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Chorus 


am  bound  for  the  promised  land, . 
land,.... 


I  am  bound  for  the  promised    land; 
the  promised  land; 
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0        who   will  come  and  go  with  me?   I   am  bound  for    the  promised   land, 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby 


Blessed  Assurance. 
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Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp 
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1.  Blessed       as-sur-ance,   Je-sus    is        mine!       Oh!  what  a     fore- 

2.  Per-fect    sub  -  mis  -  sion,  per-fect    de  -    light,        Vis-ions   of      rap- 

3.  Per-fect    sub  -  mis  -  sion,    all    is      at       rest,  I,     in    my     Sav- 
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taste  of  glo  -  ry  di  -vine!  Heir  of  sal  -va-tion,  purchase  of 
ture  now  burst  on  my  sight;  An -gels  de  -  scend-ing,  bring  from  a- 
iour,  am  hap-py    and   blest;     Watching    and    wait-ing,   look-ing    a- 
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God,  Born  of  His  Spir  -  it,  washed  in  His    blood. 

bove  Ech-oes  of    mer  -  cy,    whispers  of     love.      This  is  my   sto-ry, 

bove,  Filled  with  His  goodness,  lost  in    His  love. 
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this  is  my  song,  Praising  my  Saviour    all  the  day  long;     This  is    my 


#.     .*.     .«- 


-»-    -#-       -.#-    -0^-    ;£•         fe 


g^fff^^P^^ 


-fc 


t=v± 


E£ 


:— & 


s^--* 


3^" 


S 


sto  -  ry,  this  is 
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my  song;  Praising  my  Saviour    all  the  day   Ion 
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The  Home  Over  There. 


Tullius  C.  O'Kane 


1.  Oh,  think  of  the  home  o-ver  there,  By  the  side    of  the  riv-er    of  light, 

2.  Oh,  think  of  the  friends  o-ver  there,  Who  be-fore   us  the  journey  have  trod, 

3.  My  Saviour  is  now    o-ver  there,  There  my  kindred  and  friends  are  at  rest; 

4.  I'll  soon  be  at  home  o-ver  there,  For  the  end    of  my  journey  I     see; 


over  there. 
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Where  the  saints,  all  immor-tal  and    fair,    Are  rob'd  in  their  garments  of  white. 
Of  the  songs  that  they  breath  on  the  air,    In  their  home  in  the  pal-ace    of  God. 
Then    a-way  from  my  sorrow  and  care,  Let  me  fly  to  the  land  of   the  blest. 
Ma  -  ny  dear  to  my  heart,  o-ver  there,  Are  watching  and  wait-ing   for  me. 

over  there. 

...    -t-j.  *£. 


O-ver  there,  O-ver  there,  o-ver  there,  Oh,  think  of  the  home  o  -  ver  there. 

Oh,  think  of  the  friends  o  -  ver  there. 
My  Saviour  is  now    o  -  ver  there, 
o-ver  there,  I'll  soon  be  at  home  o  -  ver  there, 
o-ver  there  ^ 
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Is  My  Name  Written  There? 


-0-       -0-       -0-         * 


1.  Lord,  I     care  not  for  rich  -es,  Neith-er     sil  -  ver  nor  gold;    I  would 

2.  Lord,  my  sins  they  are  ma  -  ny,  Like  the  sands  of  the   sea,   But  Thy 

3.  0      that  beau  -ti  -  ful     ci  -  ty  With  the  mansions  of   light,  With  its 

#-— 0—1   » 0 i — ,-J 
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make  sure  of  heav- en,     I   would  en-ter  the   fold;     In    the    book   of    Thy 
blood,  0,  my   Sav-iour!  Is     suf  -  fi-cientfor   me;     For  Thy  prom-ise      is 
glo  -   ri-fied   be  -  ings,In   pure  garments  of  white!  Where  no    e  -  vil  thing 
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king-dom,  With  its  pa  -  ges  so  fair,  Tell  me,  Je  -  sus  my  Sav-iour, 
writ -ten,  In  bright  let- ters  that  glow,  "Tho' your  sins  be  as  scar- let, 
com  -  eth,     To    de  -  spoil  what  is     fair,  Where  the  an  -  gels  are  watch-ing,- 
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Chorus 
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Is       my   name    writ  -  ten  there?     Is    my  name  writ-ten  there,  On  the 

I        will  make  them   like  snow."  Yes,  my  name's  writ-ten  there,  On  the 

Yes,  my  name's  writ  -  ten  there.     Yes,  my  name's  writ-ten  there,  On  the 
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page  white  and  fair?  In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom,  Is  my  name  written  there? 
page  white  and  fair;  In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom,  Yes,  my  name's  written  there, 
page  white  and  fair;  In  the  book  of    Thy  kingdom,  Yes,  my  name's  written  there. 
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The  Child  of  a  Kin§. 


Hattie.  E.  Buell 


Arr.  by  Rev.  John  B.  Sumner 
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My  Fa  -  ther  is  rich 
My  Fa-ther's  own  Son, 
I  once  was  an  out  ■ 
A     tent     or      a      cot  - 


in   hous  -  es    and  lands;  He   hold-eth  the 
the  Sav  -  iour   of    men,  Once  wander'd  o'er 
cast  stran-ger    on  earth,    A     sin  -   ner   by 
tage,  why  should  I  care?  They're  building  a 

.?  _,_^ » P--^ ■  •• — •- P- 
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wealth  of 
earth    as 
choice,  and 
pal   -   ace 


the  world  in 
the  poor  -  est 
an  al  -  ien 
for  me      o   - 


His  hands!    Of    ru  - 
of    men;    But  now 
by  birth!    But  I've 
ver  there!  Tho'  ex  - 


bies  and  diamonds,  of 
He     is    reigning  for- 
been    a  -  dopt  ed,    my 
iled  from  home,     yet 
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sil  -    ver  and  gold,    His  cof-f ers  are  full, — He  has  rich  -  es 

ev  -  er  on  high,  And  will  give  me  a  home  in  heav'n  by 
name's  written  down,-An  heir  to  a  man-sion,  a  robe  and 
still      I    may  sing:    All  glo  -  ry  to  God,  I'm   the  child   of 

-m\    -#-    -#-  ---n  ^      u.  ^         m      M. 


un-told. 
and  by. 
a  crown. 
a  King. 
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I'm     the 

u  -u      m. 

child 

of 
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King. 
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The      child      of 

a        King! 
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Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 


W.  W.  Walford 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury 
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1.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  That  calls  me    from  a    world  of  care, 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  Thy  wings  shall  my  pe  -  ti-tionbear 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  May  I      thy    con -so  -  la-tion  share, 

_*.     .^.     .«.     .«.     .ft.     jl     .ft.  «*, 
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And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  wish  -  es  known ! 
And  oft  es-caped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy  re-turn,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 
To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faith-ful-ness  En-gage  the  wait -ing  soul  to  bless: 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  ev-  'ry  care,  And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 
Till  from  Mount  Pisgah'slof- ty  height  I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight; 
And  shout  while  pass-ing  thro'  the  air,  Fare-well,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 
.«.     .«.     .«.     .«.     .«.      .«.     .&.  j 
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In     sea-sons    of 
And  since  He  bids 
In     my    im-mor 


dis-tress   and  grief,  My  soul  has    oft  -en  found  re  -  lief, 

me  seek  His  face,  Be-lieve  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 

tai  flesh  I'll  rise   To  seize  the    ev  -  er  -  last -ing  prize, 
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Fade,  Fade,  EaGh  Earthly  Joy. 


Jane  C.  Bonar 


/Theodore  E.  Perkins 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly    joy;     Je 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul    a  -  way;    Je 

3.  Fare  -  well,  ye  c1  reams  of  night;  Je 

4.  Fare  -  well,  mor-tal  -  i  -   ty;      Je 

-#-.       -0-      -0- 
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sus 
sus 
sus 
sus 
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mine. 
mine, 
mine, 
mine. 


Break  ev  -  'ry 
Here  would  I 
Lost  in    this 
Welcome    e  - 

-0-.    -0-      -0- 


Fade,  Fade,  Each  Earthly  Joy  (concluded) 
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ten-der  tie;       Je  -  sus  is  mine.  Dark  is    the   wil  -  derness,  Earth  has  no 

ev  -  er    stay;     Je  -sus  is  mine.  Per  ish-ing  things  of  clay,  Born  but  for 

dawning  bright,  Je  -  sus  is  mine.  All  that  my  soul  has  tried  Left  but    a 

ter-ni-ty;        Je  -  sus  is  mine.  Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest,  Welcome,  sweet 


0 — g-p— = ^0 — ;— 0- — 9~i-0  T — c — J — %-i-&  7 —  ■ J 


rest  -  ing  place,  Je  -  sus      a  -  lone  can    bless; 
one    brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  a  -  way; 
dis  -  mal  void;  Je  -  sus    has    sat  -  is  -  tied; 
scenes  of  rest,  Welcome,  my   Saviour's  breast; 


sus 
sus 
sus 
sus 


is  mine, 

is  mine, 

is  mine, 

is  mine. 
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They  GriiGified  My  Lord, 


Luke  23 :  33. 


H.  G.  T. 

Slowly  and  quietly 


Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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They  cru-ci-fied    my  Lord,  They  cru-ci-fied     my  Lord,  They 

my  Lord,  my  Lord, 
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nailed  Him  to      a     tree  for  me:    When  they    cru  -  ci  -  tied    my  Lord. 
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Another  Day. 


F.  Moser 
Unison 


Herbert  G.  Tovsr> 
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An  -  oth  -  er  day!  Oh  help  me,  Lord,  To 
Oh,  fill  me  with  Thy  Spir-it'spow'r  To 
Oh,  make  my   life      a    "burn-ing  light,"  I 
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i     I     i 
use        it 
fight     down 
hum  -  bly 
^        i 


right; 
sin. 
pray. 
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To    walk,  ac  -  cord  -  ing    to  Thy  Word,  From  morn 
And   ev  -  'ry    mo-ment,  ev  -  'ry  hour,  A  -  bide 
That  oth  -  er  souls  may  see  the  sight,  And   find 
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till  night, 

with  -    in. 

the  way. 
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Rock  of  Ages 


Thomas  Hastings. 


1.  Rock  of 
D.  C.-Be      of 


=£=$*£ 


ges,  cleft  for   me,     Let  me   hide 
the  doub  -  le    cure;  Cleanse  me  from 


my 
its 


self    in 
guilt  and  pow' 


Thee: 
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Let    the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood,  From  Thy  riv  -  en  side  which  flowed,  A-men 


2  Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress; 


ra 


Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  Fountain  fly; 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die! 
4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne; 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 

Augustus  M.  Topiady. 
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Mrs.  C.  D.  Maktin. 


The  Old-Fashioned  Way. 


m 


W.  Pttllmah  Marti*. 
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1.  They  call  me  old-fash  -  ioned  be-cause  I    be  -  lieve  That  the    Bi  -  ble    is 

2.  Old-f ash-ioned,  be-cause    I     be  -  lieve  and  ac  -  cept  On  -  ly  what   has  b«en 

3.  Old-fash-ioned,  be-cause    I    am  bound  to    do  right,  To  walk    in    the 

4.  Old-f  ash-ioned,  be-cause    I    am    look-ing    a  -  bove  To  Je  -  bus,  my 
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God's  ho  -  ly     word,  That   Je- bus,  who  lived  a- mong  men  long  a-  go, 

spo  -  ken  from  heav'n;  Old-fash-ioned  be-cause    at    the  cross    I    was  Baved, 

straight  narrow  way;  Be-cause      I  have  giv  -  en    my  whole  life     to  God, 

glo   -  ri  -  fied   Lord;  Be-cause      I  be  -  lieve   He    is    com  -  ing     a  -  gain, 
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Chorus. 
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Is  di  -  vine,  and  the    Christ  of    God. 

At  the  cross  had  my    sins  for  -  giv'n. 

Old  -    fach-ioned,  be  -  cause  I     pray. 

Ful     -    fill-  ing   His   ho    -  ly     word. 


My    sin  was  old-fashioned,  My 
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guilt  was  old-fashioned,  God's  love  was  old-fashioned,  I  know;  And  the  way  I  was 
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saved  was  the  old-fashioned  way,  Thro'  the  blood  that  makes  whiter  than  snow, 
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1 — f 


115 


Gome  to  the  Saviour. 


G.  F.  R. 
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Geo.  F.  Root 
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1.  Come    to    the    Saviour,  make  no    de  -  lay;  Here     in    His  word  He's 

2.  "Suf  -  fer   the  children!"  Oh!  hear  His  voice,  Let      ev-'ry  heart  leap 

3.  Think  once  a -gain,  He's  with    us     to  -  day;  Heed  now  His  blest  com- 
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shown   us      the  way;    Here     in      our  midst  He's    stand  -  ing      to  -  day, 
forth     and      re -joke,    And     let      us    free  -  ly      make  Him    our  choice; 
mands,  and      o  -  bey;    Hear  now    His    ac  -  cents     ten  -  der  -  ly     say, 
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Fine.    Chorus 


I 


il^m 


* 


-»-• 


Ten 

Do 

'Will 


-ft- 

der 
not 
you, 


de 
my 

k 


say    -  ing,  "Come!" 
lay,      but      come, 
chil  -  dren,    come?' 


Joy  -    ful,      joy 


ful 
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nal      home. 


D.S. 


A — IV 


=1: 


T* 


i 


will   the  meet-ing   be,    When  from   sin      our  hearts  are  pure  and  free. 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury 


1.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!    this    I   know,    For  the     Bi  -  ble      tells   me    so: 

2.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!     He  who  died   Heaven's  gate   to  o  -  pen  wide! 

3.  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  loves  me   still,    Tho'  I'm   ver  -  y       weak  and    ill; 

_# ft ». 
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Jesus  Loves  Me.  Concluded. 
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Lit-  tie   ones  to     Him  be-long;  They     are    weak,  But     He       is    strong, 
lie  will  wash  a  -   way  my   sin,    Let      His     lit  -    tie    child  come    in. 
From  His  shin-ing  throne  on  high,  Comes  to    watch  me  where     I        lie. 
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Chorus 


slips 


Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  The  Bible  tells  me  so. 
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Jewels. 


Rev.  W.  0.  Cushing 

Uts 


Geo.  F.  Root 
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When  He  com-eth,  when  He  com-eth,  To  make  up    His  jew- 

All    His  jew  -  els,  pre-cious  jew  -  els,  His  loved  and  His  {Omit.  .) 

willgath-er,    He   will  gath- er  The  gems  for  His  kingdom; 

the  pure  ones,  all    the  bright  ones,  His  loved  and  His  (Omit,  .) 

tie    chil-dren,  lit  -  tie    chil-dren  Who  love  their  Redeem  -  er, 

the   jew  -  els,  pre-cious  jew -els,  His  loved  and  His  {Omit.  .) 
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All 
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own. 
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K  Like  the  stars  of  the  morning,  His  bright  crown  adorning, 

\  They  shall  shine  in  their  beauty,  ( Omit )  Bright  gems  for  His  crown. 


,#— r  :r_t: 


—  £— C: 


t=t=t 


£=*= 


£=F 


j #_ 


t=t 


F=F=F 


118 


Loving  Kindness. 


Samuel  Medley 


William  Caldwell 
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A-wake,  my    soul,  in     joy-ful  lays 

He  saw  me     ru  -  ined   in  the  fall, 

Tho'  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 

When  trouble,  like   a  gloomy  cloud, 

Soon  we  shall  rise    and  soar  a-way 

,  *■ *  •  J3^a  -*•  +■  *■ 
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And  sing  the  great      Re-deem-er's  praise; 
Yet  loved  me,  not  -   with-stand-ing  all; 
Tho' earth  and  hell        my   way  op-pose, 
Has  gathered  thick    and  thundered  loud, 
To   the  bright  realms  of     end  -  less  day, 
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He  just  -  ly  claims  a  song  from  me:  His  lov-ing 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  es  -tate:  His  lov-ing 
He  safe-ly  leads  my  soul  a  -  long:  His  lov-ing 
He  near  my  soul  has  al  -ways  stood:  His  lov-ing 
And  sing  with  rap-ture  and    sur  -  prise  His  lov-ing 
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kind  -  ness, 
kind  -  ness, 
kind  -  ness, 
kind  -  ness, 
kind  -  ness 
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0  how  free! 
0  how  great! 
0  how  strong! 
0  how  good! 
in  the   skies. 
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Lov  -  ing  kindness,  lov  -  ing  kindness,  His    lov  -  ing  kind 
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ness,   0    how  free! 
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Faith  of  Our  Fathers. 


Frederick  W.  Paber 
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Faith  of  our  fath  -  ers!  liv    -  ing    still  In  spite  of   dungeon,   fire,  and  sword: 
Our  fathers,  chained  in    pris  -  ons  dark,  Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free: 
Faith  of  our  fath  -  ers!  we       will  love  Both  friend  and  foe  in      all     our  strife; 
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Faith  of  Our  Fathers.  Goncluded. 


0    how  our  hearts  beat  high    with  joy  Whene'er  we  hear  that   glo  -  rious  word! 
How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  faith,  If  they,  like  them,  could  die      for  thee! 
And  preach  thee,  too,  as  love  knows  how,  By  kindly  words  and  vir  -  tuous   life: 
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Faith  of    our  Fath-ers!  ho  -  ly    faith!  May  we  be    true   to    thee    till  death! 
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Thomas  Moore 


Gome,  Ye  Disconsolate. 


5am  uel  Webbe 
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1.  Come   ye    dis-con  -  so-late,  wher-e'er    ye    lan-guish;  Come    to    the 

2.  Joy       of    the   des  -  o -late,  light    of    the   stray-ing,   Hope    of    the 

3.  Here    see  the  bread  of  life;  see       wa-ters    flowing    Forth  from  the 
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mer  -  cy  seat,  f  er-vent-  ly  kneel;  Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your 
pen-  i-tent,  fadeless  and  pure;  Here  speaks  the  Comforter,     ten -der-ly 
throne  of  God,  Pure  from  a-bove;  Come  to   the  feast  of  love;  come,  ev  -  er 
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say     -    ing,    "Earth 
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know 


Earth 


has 
has 
has 


no 
no 
no 


sor-  row 
sor  -  row 
sor  -  row 


that  heav'n  can 
that  heav'n  can 
but  heav'n  can 
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not  heal, 
not  heal." 
re-move. 
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Wonderful  Words  of  Life. 


P.  P.  B. 
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2  j  Sing  them  o  -  ver  a  -  gain  to 
* (  Let    me  more   of  their  beau-ty 

2  f  Christ,  the  b!ess-ed  One  gives  to 
'  \  Sin  -  ner,  list     to    the  lov  -  ing 

2  f  Sweet-ly  ech  -  o  the  gos  -  pel 
"  \  Of  -  fer  par  -  don  and  peace  to 
IN        IN        IS        IS 


me,  Won-der-ful  words 
see,  Won-der-ful  words 
all,  Won-der-ful  words 
call,  Won-der-ful  words 


of  Life; 

of  Life; 

of  Life; 

of  Life; 


call,  Won-der-ful  words  of   Life 
all.  Won-der-ful  words  of  Life 
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Life. 
Life. 
Life. 
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AVords   of  life      and  beau  -   ty,  Teach  me  faith  and     du    -     ty; 

All         so  free  -   ly  giv    -    en,    Woo  -  ing  us  to     heav   -  en: 

Je    -    sus,  on  -    ly  Sa  -  viour,  Sane    -  ti   -  fy  for  -   ev    -    er: 
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Refrain 
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Beauti  -  iul  words,  wonder-ful  words,  Wonderful  words  of    Life; 

-*-   j«.   _L   j«..       ._.    j_    _L   .*..       j_    _*.     ^     -#.  ^ 


4=-t=J_z± 


.--  # — p—m — w-1 


v   v   v- 


-I 1 U> tV u>. 


v—v—v- 


Life. 


____=! 


122        Majestic  Sweetness  Sits  Enthroned. 


Samuel  Stennett 


Thomas  Hastings 


1.  Ma-jes-tic  sweetness  sits  enthroned  Up-on  the  Saviour's  brow;  His  head  with 

2.  No  mor-tal  can  with  Him  compare,  A-mong  the  sons  of  men;  Fair  -  er      is 

3.  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress,  And  flew   to  my  re -lief;      For  me    He 

4.  To  Him    I  owe  my  life  and  breath,  And   all   the  joys  I  have ;  He  makes  me 

5.  Since  from  His  bounty    I   re-ceive,  Such  proofs  of  love  di-vine,  Had    I      a 
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Majestic  Sweetness  Sits  Enthroned.  Concluded 
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radiant  glories  crowned,  His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow,  His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 
He  than  all  the  fair  That  fill  the  heav'nly  train,  That  fill  theheav'nly  train, 
bore  the  shameful  cross,  And  carried  all  my  grief,  And  car-ried  all  my  grief, 
tri-umph  o-ver  death,  And  saves  me  from  the  grave,  And  saves  me  from  the  grave, 
thousand  hearts  to  give,  Lord,  they  should  all  be  Thine,  Lord,  they  should  all  be  Thine. 
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We  Would  See  Jesus. 
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Anna  B.  Warner 


Fr.  F.  Mendelssohn 
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1.  We  would  see    Je  -    sus — For  the  shadows  lengthen        A-cross  this 

2.  We  would  see    Je  -   sus — the  great Rock-founda-tion,  Where-on  our 

3.  We  would  see    Je  -    sus — oth-er  lights  are   pal  -  ing,  Which  for  long 
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lit  -  tie  land-scape  of  our  life;  We  would  see  Je  -  sus,  our  weak 
feet  were  set  wTith  so  v'  reign  grace;  Not  life,  nor  death,  with  all  their 
years  wre   have     re  -  joiced   to     see;    The  blessings    of      our   pilgrim- 
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faith  to  strengthen  For  the  last  wea  -  ri-ness — the  fi 
ag  -  i  -  ta  -  tion,  Can  thence  remove  us,  if  we  see 
age   are   fail  -  ing,  We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  wTe   go 


nal  strife. 
His  face, 
to     Thee. 
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Thomas  Kelly 


Glory  to  God  On  High. 


Felice  Giardinl 


1.  "Glo  -  ry  to  God      on  high, 

2.  Mer  -  cy  and  truth     u  -  nite : 

3.  Love  that  no  tongue  can  teach 

4.  Blest  in  this  love,     we  sing; 


Peace  up  -  on  earth     and  joy, 

Oh,    'tis      a  won  -  drous  sight, 

Love  that    no  thought  can  reach, — 

To    God    our  prais   -  es    bring; 
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Good-will      to 
All   sights     a  - 
No      love  like 
All      sins     for 
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man!"  We    who  God's  bless-ing  prove,  His  name 
bove!       Je  -  sus      the  curse  sustains!  Guilt's  bit  - 
His.     God      is       its    blessed  source,  Death  ne'er 
giv'n.      Je  -  sus,    our  Lord,   to  Thee  Hon  -  or 
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names  a- bove,   Sing  now   the      Saviour's  love,    Too    vast  to      scan, 

cup      He  drains!  Nothing      for      us      remains —  Noth-ing  but    love, 

stop    its  course,   Nothing     can    stay     its  force;  Matchless  it        is. 

ma  -  jes  -  ty       Now  and    for  -   ev   -  er    be,     Here    and  in  heaven. 
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William  Hunter 
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The  Great  PhysiGian. 


Arr.  by  J.  H.  Stockton 
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1.  The  Great  Phy-si -cian  now  is  near,  The  sym-pa  -  thizing    Je 

2.  Your  man-y    sins  are   all    for-giv'n, — O   hear  the  voice  of    Je 

3.  His  name  dis-pels  my  guilt  and  fear,    No  oth  -  er  name  but  Je 

4.  The  children,  too,  both  great  and  small,  Who  love  the  name  of  Je 
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sus; 
sus; 
sus; 
sus; 
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The  Great  PhysiGian. 
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Goncluded. 


Fine. 
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He  speaks,  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer;  0  hear  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus. 
Go  on  your  way  in  peace  to  heav'n,  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je  -  sus. 
0  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear  The  charming  name  of  Je  -  sus. 
May  now    ac-cept     the   gracious  call      To  work  and  live    for  Je  -  sus. 
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Sweetest  name  on 
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nor  -  tal  tongue, 
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1.  Gone  from  my  heart  the  world  with  all  its  charm;  Gone  are    my  sins  and 

2.  Once    I      was  lost    up  -  on    the  plains  of  sin;     Once  was    a   slave  to 

3.  Once   I     was  bound,  but  now  I      am     set  free;     Once    I  was  blind,  but 
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all  that  would  a-  larm;  Goneev  -  ermore,  and  by  His  grace  I  know  The 
doubts  and  fears  within;  Once  was  afraid  to  trust  a  lov-ingGod,  But 
now  the  light  I  see;  Once  I  was  dead,  but  now  in  Christ  I  live,  To 
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D.  S. — Because   He   first  loved  me, 
Fine.    Chorus. 


D.S. 


precious  blood  of  Je-sus  cleanses  white  as  snow, 
now  my  guilt  is  washed  away  in  Je-sus'  blood, 
tell  the  world  the  peace  that  He  alone  can  give. 
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I     love  Him,  I  love  Him. 


purchased  my 


Calv'ry's  tree. 
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r.  D.  W.  Muir 

Boldly 


Free,    Free,    Free. 


Old  English  Melody 
Arr.  by  Herbert  G.  Tovey 
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1.  Hark!  sin-ner,  hark!  we  have  ti  -  dings  so     true,  Ti-dings   of  par-don     and 

2.  Guilt -y    you   are,  yet  you  know  ver  -  y     well  Je  -  sus   has  suf-fered  to 

3.  Trustnot    in  "do-mg,"it    can-not    a  -  vail,  Good  res- o -lu-tions  and 

4.  Trustnot    in     feel  -  ings,  your  heart  is   de-praved,  Trust  on-ly  Je  -  sus,  and 
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ings  for    you!   God     in      His  Word  says  that  Christ   on      the   tree, 

save    you  from  hell;  Tho'  now   condemned,  jus  -  ti   -  fied    you    may    be, 

works  can  but    fail;  "Grace,  grace  a  -  lone,"    is    the    saved    sin  -  ner's  plea, 

you     shall  be  saved;  Tears  of        re- pent- ance  tho'    real   they    may    be, 
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Died   for  guilt  -  y     sin  -  ners,  and  "Sal  -  va  -  tion  is  free." 
Je  -   sus  paid  the  ran -som,  and  "Sal -va -tion  is  free."  Hear  the  news,  sin-ner, 
"Not   of  works"  the  Scriptures  say,  "Sal  -  va  -  tion  is  free." 
Ne'er  can  purchase  heaven,   for  "Sal  -  va  -  tion  if  free." 
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free!  free!  free!  Why  not  believe  it?  'Tis  good  news  for  thee.  Jesus  the  Just  One  has 
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died   on    the   tree,  Died  for  guilt -y 
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sin -ners,  and  "Sal-va  -tion    is  free." 
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Charles  Wesley 


Arise,  My  Soul,  Arise. 


Arr.  by  E.  O.  E. 
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1.  A  -   rise,     my  soul,        a  -  rise,  Shake  off      thy    guilt  -  y  fears; 

2.  He    ev    -    er  lives         a  -  bove,  For      me       to     in    -  ter-cede; 

3.  Five  bleed  -ing  wounds  He     bears,  Re  -  ceived   on    Cal  -   va  -  ry; 

4.  The  Fatli  -  er  hears     Him   pray,  His      dear     A  -  noiut-ed  One; 

5.  To     God    I'm  rec    -     on-ciled;  His     pard-'ning  voice    1    hear; 
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The    bleed -ing     Sac    -     ri  -  fice        In  thy       be  -  half  a-pears; 

His     all    -re-  deem  -  ing    love       His  pre  -  cious    blood  to  plead; 

They  pour     ef  -   fee    -    tual  prayers,  They  strong -ly     plead  for  me: 

He      can  -  not     turn         a  -  way       The  pres  -  ence  of  His  Son: 

He      owns   me     for         His    child ;     I  can       no     long  -  er   fear: 
I 


Be  -  fore     the 
His  blood    a  - 
'For -give  him 
His  Spir  -  it 
With  con  -  fi 


throne  my  Sure-  ty  stands,  My  name     is  writ-  ten 

toned   for      all     our  race,  And   sprinkles  now     the 

,    O       for -give,"  they  cry,  "Nor    let      the  ran   -  somed 

an-swers   to      the  blood,  And  tells     me  I        am 
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con  -  fi  -  deuce    I      now  draw  nigh,  And  "Fath -er,     Ab   -  ba, 
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CHO.-i?is  Spir  -  it        an  -  sivers     to       the  blood,   And   tells 
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me       I         am 
D.S.  for  Chorus. 
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on  His  hands 
throne  of  grace, 
sin  -  ner  die," 
born  of  God, 
Fath  -  er,"  cry, 
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,  My      name 
And     sprin 
"Nor     let 
And     tells 
And  "Fath 
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ten    on  His  hands, 

the    throne    of     grace, 
somed  sin    -    ner     die." 
am    born        of      God. 
ba,   Fath   -    er,"  cry. 
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born      of    God,    And      tells 
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of       God. 
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God  Galling  Yet. 


'I  have  called,  and  ye  have  refused."    Prov.  1:24. 
Tr.  by  Jane  Borthwick. 


John. 


1.  God  calling  yet!  shall  I     not  hear?  Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear? 

2.  God  calling  yet!  shall  I     not  rise?    Can    I  His  lov-ing  voice  de-spise, 

3.  God  calling  yet!  and  shall    I    give     No  hped,but  sti-1  in    bond-age   live? 

4.  God  calling  yet!    I    can-not  stay;    My  heart  I  yield  with -out  de  -  lay; 


r 


mmm^^ 


3 


±=* 


=*=* 


±=t=l 


H=* 


■=$ 


wm 


Shall  life's  swift  parsing  years  all  fly,  And  still  my  soul  in    slum  -  ber    lie? 
And  base-ly  His  kind  care    re-pay?      He  calls  me  still;  can     I      de  -  lay? 

I      wait,  but  He  does  not    for- sake;  He  calls  me  still;  my  heart,  a  -  wake! 

Vain  world,  farewell !  from  thee  I  part;  The  voice  of  God  has  reached  my  heart. 
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Chorus. 
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God  is    call    -     -    ins,  Call      -        -      ing  yet, 

God  is  call-ing  yet,        God  is  call-in?  yet,    God  is  call-ing  yet,  God  is  call-ing  yet, 


God  is 

God    is    call-ing  yet, 
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call      -      -      ing;     Sinner,  heed  His  pleading  voice. 

God    is    call-ing  yet; 
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Q.  W.  Frazer 


Down  to  the  Depths  of  Woe. 


Geo.  Kingsley 
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1.  Down    to 

2.  There    Jus 

3.  As  Ad 

4.  Through  all 

5.  Yes!     soon 
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the    depths    of  woe  Christ  came    to        set     me    free: 

tice    met        my  sin,     On      the     ac  -  curs  -  ed     tree: 

vo  -  cate        on  high,  My     soul,    He   pleads  for    thee! 

this  des    -     ert  place,  My   Guide  and  Strength  is     He, 

this  wait    -  ing  hour   On    time's  swift  wings  shall  tlee: 
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Down  to  the  Depths  of  Woe. 
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He  bared  His  breast,  re-  ceiv'd  the  blow,  Which  Jus  -  tice  aim'd  at  me! 

To    prove  His  love,  my  heart    to    win,  (  hrist  "gave  Himself  for  me!7 

And  when     I     wan  -  der,  draws  me  nigh, —  He    ev    -     er    lives  for  me! 

Till      I    shall  see      Him  face      to  face,  When  Pie    shall  come  for  me! 

Soon  He    will  come    in    glorious  pow'r, — Je  -  sus     Him -self  for  me! 
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131  We  Praise  Thee,  0  God! 

Wm.  P.  Mackay.  J.  J.  Husband. 
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1.  We  praise  Thee,     0  God,       for     the       Son     of     Thy 

2.  We  praise  Thee,    0  God,       for     Thy     Spir  -  it       of 

3.  All     glo  -  ry     and  praise 

4.  Re  -  viva     us       a  -    gain, 
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love, 

light, 

to       the     Lamb  that    was      slain, 

fill     each    heart  with    Thy      love, 
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For           Je  -  sus   who       I 
Who  has  shown  us     our      i 
Who  has  borne    all     our      s 
May  each  soul    be       re    -    ] 
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night! 
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Chorus. 
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Hal-le  -  lu-jah, Thine  the  glo-ry!Hal-le-lu-jah,   a-menl    Re  -  vive  us  a-gainl 
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George  Keith. 


How  Firm  a  Foundation? 


M.  POBTOGAILO 


1.  How  firm  a  f oun-da  -  tion,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord,  Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His 
2."Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee>  0  be  not  dis-may'd,  For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will 
3."Whenthro' the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go,  The  riy  -  ers  of  sor-row  shall 
4."The  soul  that  on  Je-sus  hath  lean'd  for  re  -  pose,    I     will   not,    I    will  not  de- 


ex  -  eel  -  lent  Word!  What  more  can  He    say  than  to    you    He  hath  said,     To 
still  give  thee  aid;    I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to    stand,    Up- 
not    o-  ver-flow;   For       I    will   be     with  thee,  thy  troub  -  le  to    bless.   And 
sert  to      his    foes;  That  soul,  tho'  all    hell  should  en-deay  -  or  to    shake,  I'll 
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you  who  for  refuge  to  Je-sus  have  fled?  To  you  who  for  refuge  to  Je-sus  have  fled, 
held  by  My  gracious,omnip-o-tent  hard,  Up-held  by  My  gracious,omnip-o-tent  hand." 
sanc-ti  -  fy  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress,  And  sanc-ti-fy  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress." 
nev-  er,  no.nev-  er,  no,nev-er  for-sake!  I'll  nev-er,  no,  nev-er,  no,nev-er  for-sake!" 
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Chablottb  Elliott. 


Just  As  I  Am. 


Wm.  Bradbubt. 
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1.  Just    as     I  am,  with  -  out   one  plea    But  tha*;  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

2.  Just    as     I  am,    and  wait  -  ing  not     To    rid     my  soul     of  one  dark  blot, 

3.  Just    as     I   am,   tho'  toss'd  a  -  bout  With  many  a  con  -  flict,  many  a  doubt, 


Just  As  I 


Am. 


mm^^^^^mm 


And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 
To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 
Fight  -  ingand  fears  with-in,  witb-out,   0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 


4  Juit  ls  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  Thee  to  find, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  comeT  I  come! 


5  Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  1  come! 
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J.  H.  S. 


Only  Trust  Him! 


J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Cjme,  ev   -    'ry  soul  by    sin    oppress'd,  There's  mer-cy  with  the    Lord, 

2.  For      Je   -  sus  shed  His  pre-cious  blood   Rich  blessings  to     be  -  stow; 

3.  Yes,    Je   -  sus    is    the  Truth,  the  Way  That  leads  you  in  -  to 

4.  Come  then  and  join  this     ho  -   ly  band,  And    on    to    glo  -  ry 
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And     He    will    sure-ly   give    you  rest    By  trust -ing  in    His  Word! 

Plunge  now  in  -  to  the  crim  -  son  flood  That  wash  -  es  white  as    snow! 

Be    -    lieve  in    Him  with  -  out    de  -  lay,  And  you    are   f ul  -  ly    faieati 

To       dwell  in  that    ce  -  les  -  tial  land  Where  joys  im-mor  -  tal  flow! 
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Chorus. 
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I  On  -  ly  trust  Him,  on  -ly  trust 
\  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save 
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Him,  On  -  ly  trust  Him  now!  > 
you,  He  will  (Omit.)  j 


save  you  now! 
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When  I  Survey. 


Isaac  Watts 


Gregorian 


When  I   sur-vey    the     won-drous  cross  On  which  the  Prince  of  glo  -  ry      died, 

See.  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet,  Sorrow  and  love    flow  min-gled  down; 

Since  I  who  was    un  -  done    and  lost,  Have  pardon  thro'  His  name  and   word: 

Were  the  whole  realm  of  na-ture  mine,  That  were  a  trib  -  ute  far   too   small ! 
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it,  then,  that 
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count  but    loss,  And  pour  contempt  on  all      my  pride, 
sor  -  row  meet,  Or  thorns  compose  so  rich      a  crown? 
hould  boast,  Save  in  the  cross  of  Christ,  my  Lord. 
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ilip  Doddridge 


0  Happy  Day. 


E.  F.  Rimbalt 
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O  hap  -py  day  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 
Well  may  this  glow-ing  heart  re-joice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all  a-broad. 
'Tis  done:  the  great  transaction's  done;  I  am  the  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on,  Charmed  to  con-fess  the  voice  di-vine. 
Now  rest  my  long  -  di  -  vi-ded  heart,  Fixed  on  this  blissful  cen  -  ter,  rest; 
Nor     ev  -  er  from    my  Lord  depart,  With  Him  of  ev  -  'ry  good  possessed. 
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Hap  -  py    day,    hap  -  py    day,    When  Je  -  sus  washed  my   sins     a  -    way! 
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0  Happy  Day    Gonduded. 


D.S. 
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He  taught  me  how     to  watch  and  pray,  And  live   re  -  joic  -  ing    ev'-ry  day; 
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What  a  Friend. 


Joseph  Scrlven 
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C.  C.  Converse 
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1.  What  a  friend  we  have   in    Je   -  sus,       All    our  sins  and  griefs  to     bear! 

2.  Have  we     tri  -  als   and  temp- ta -tions?      Is  there  trouble    an-  y  -  where? 

3.  Are    we  weak  and  heav  -  y  -  la  -  den,      Cumbered  with  a   load    of   care? 
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What     a     priv  -  i  -  lege    to       car  -  ry 
D.S.  All      be- cause  we    do     not     car  -  ry 

We  should  nev  -  er     be    dis  -  cour-aged, 
D.S.  Je  -  sus  knows  our    ev  -  'ry  weak  -  ness— 

Pre  -  cious  Saviour,  still  our      ref  -  uge,- 
D.S.  In     His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee, 

m                m.            #             ~            *"           m.             o 

Ev-'ry-thing  to   (Jod    in  prayer. 

Ev  -  'ry-thing    to    God    in  prayer. 
Take  it      to     the  Lord  in  prayer. 

-  Take   it      to      the    Lord   in  prayer. 

—  Take  it      to      the  Lord  in    prayer. 
Thou  unit  find     a       sol  -  ace     there. 
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O    what  peace  we    oft  -  en  for  -  feit,        O    what   needless  pain  we  bear, 
Can    we    find    a  friend  so  faith  -  ful,      Who  will   all    our    sorrows  share? 
Do     thy  friends  despise,  for  sake  thee?    Take     it     to    the   Lord  in  prayer; 
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138         From  Greenland's  iGy  Mountains. 


R.  Heber 


Lowell  riason 


-,    (  From  Greenland's  i     -   cy  mountain,  From  In-dia's     co  -   ral     strand. 

Where  Afric's     sun    -  ny  fountains  [Omit 

What  tho' the      spi  -   cy   breez -  es  Blow  soft  o'er     Cey -Ion's    isle, 

Tho'    ev  -  'ry     pros-  pect  pleas-  es,  [Omit 

Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  light  -  ed  With  wis-dom   from     on      high, 
Shall  we     to      men      be-night  -  ed  [  Omit 

a   f  Waft,  waft  ye     winds,  His  sto  -    ry,  And  you,  ye       wa  -  ters,    roll, 
'(Till,   like    a       sea       of    glo  -  ry,  [Omit 
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Eoll  down  their  golden  sand;  Frommany  an  ancient  riv  -  er,  Frommany 
And  on-  ly  man  is  vile?  In  vain  with  lav  -  ish  kindness  The  gifts 
The  lamp  of  life  de  -  ny?  Sal  -  va-tion !  O  Sal  -  va  -  tion!  The  joy- 
It  spreads  from  pole  to    pole:  Till  o'er  our  ransomed  na  -  ture  The  Lamb 
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palmy  plain,  They  call  us  to  de-liv  -  er  Their  land  from  error's  chain. 
God  are  strown,  The  heathen  in  his  blindness,  Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 
sound  pro-claim,  Till  earth's  re-mo-test  na  -  tion  Has  learned  Messi- ah 's  name, 
sinners  slain,    Redeem-er,  King,  Cre-a  -  tor,   In  bliss  re- turns  to  reign. 
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I  Heard  the  VoiGe  of  Jesus  Say. 


Horatius  Bonar 
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1 .  I  heard  the  voice  of    Je  -  sus  say,  "Come  un  -  to     Me  and  rest;  Lay 

2.  I  heard  the  voice  of    Je  -  sus  say,    "Behold,    1      free-ly    give  The 

3.  I  heard  the  voice  of    Je  -  sus  sav,     "I    am  the  dark  world's  light;  Look 
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I  Heard  the  VoiGe  of  Jesus  Say.   Concluded. 
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down,  thou  wea  -  ry  one,  lay  down  Thy  head  up  -  on  my 
liv  -  ing  wa  -  ter;  thirsty  one,  Stoop  down,  and  drink  and 
un    -    to     Me;    thy  morn  shall  rise,   And    all    thy  day       be 


breast." 

live." 

bright;" 
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D.S. — found  in  Him  a  rest- ing-place,  And  He  has  made  me 
D.S. — thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re-vived,  And  now  1  live  in 
D.S. —  in      that  light     of     life  I'll  walk    Till    all  my  jour-ney's 


glad. 
Him. 
done. 
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I    came  to 
I  looked  to 
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Je  - sus  and 
Je-sus  and 
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I      was,  Wea-ry     and  worn  and    sad;       I 
I    drank  Of  that  life -giv- ing  stream:  My 
I    found   In  Him  my   Star,  my    Sun;   And 
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J.  H.  Neall 


Art  Thou  Weary. 


D.S. 
E.  W.  Bullinger 
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Art  thou  wea  -  ry 
Hath  He  marks  to 
Is  there  di  -  a  • 
Tf  I 

If  I 

If  I 
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art    thou  Ian- guid,  Art  thou  sore    distrest? 

lead    me     to   Him,   If     He     be     my  Guide? 

dem,  as  monarch,  That  His  brow  adorns? 
find  Him,  if  I      fol- low,  What  His  guer-don  here? 

still  hold  close -ly  to  Him,  What  hath  He  at  last? 
ask  Him  to         re-ceive  me,  Will   He    say      me  nay? 


Finding,  following,  keep-ing,  struggling,  Is      He  sure     to  bless? 
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"Come  to  me,"  said  One,  "and  com -ing,  Be  at  rest" 
"In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints,  And  His  side." 
"Yea,  a  crown,  in  ver  -  y  sure  -  ty,  But  of  thorns." 
"Many  a  sor  -  row,  many  a  la  -  bor,  Many  a  tear." 
"Sor  -  row  vanquished,  la  -  bor  end  -  ed,  Jor  -  dan  past." 
"Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  Heav-en  Pass  a -way." 
Saints,  a-  pos  -  ties,  proph-ets,  mar  -  tyrs,  An-swer,  "Yes."  A -mien. 
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George  Duftield 


Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 
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1.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je 

2.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je 

3.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je 

4.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je 


sus,  Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross;  Lift  high  His  roy  -  al 
sus,  The  trumpet  call  o  -  bey;  Forth  to  the  mighty 
sus,  Stand  in  His  strength  alone;  The  arm  of  flesh  will 
sus,  The  strife  will  not  be  long;  This  day  the  noise  of 
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ban  -  ner,   It  must  not   suf  -fer  loss:  Fromvic-t'ryun  -  to     vie  -  fry  His 
con-flict,   In   this   His    glorious  day:  "Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him,"  A- 
fail    you;    Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own:  Put   on    thegos-pel     ar-mor,  Each 
bat  -   tie,  The  next  the    victor's  song:  To   him  that  o  -  ver  -  com  -  eth,    A 
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ar-my  shall  He  lead,  Till  ev  -  'ry  foe  is  vanquished  And  Christ  is  Lord  in  -  deed. 
gainst  unnumbered  foes;  Your  courage  rise  with  danger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose, 
piece  put  on  with  prayer;  Where  du-ty  calls,  or  dan-ger,  Be  nev  -  er  wanting  there, 
crown  of  life  shall  be;  He  with  the  King  of  glo  -  ry  Shall  reign  e  -  ter-nal  -  ly. 


m±*  * 


-tr 


*     T~,~  •*'»-,-^— «— #— M      (2- 


1 


t=t 


±p 


142 


P.  P.  B. 


Almost  Persuaded. 


P.  P.  Bliss 
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1.  "Al  -  most  per-suad  -ed,"  now  to     be-lieve; 

2.  ' '  Al  -  most  per-suad  -  ed, ' '  come,  come  to-day, 

3.  "Al  -  most  per-suad -ed,"  har- vest    is    past! 
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'Al  -  most  per-suad  -  ed," 
1  Al  -  most  per-suad  -  ed," 
'Al  -  most  per-suad  -  ed," 
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Almost.  Persuaded.    Concluded. 


Whr 


2=r 


Christ  to       re  -  ceive;      Seems  now  some  soul    to    say,  "Go,   Spir  -  it, 
turn    not      a  -  way ;  Je  -  sus     in-vites    you  here,  An  -  gels    are 

doom  comes  at     last!         "Al  -  most"  can-not      a  -  vail;"Al-  most"  is 
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go    Thy  way,  Some  more   con-ven  -  ient  day      On    Thee    I'll  call." 

ling' ring  near,  Pray'rs  rise  from  hearts  so  dear,     0        wand'rer  come, 

but     to    fail!  Sad,    sad    that  bit  -  ter  wail— "Al- most— but  lost!" 
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Take  the  Sav-iour  in  -  to  your  heart,  Take  the  Sav-iour   in  -  to  your  heart; 
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You  will  find  your  need     sup  -  plied, Take  the  Sav-iour    in -to  your  heart, 
ev  -  'ry  need  supplied, 
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Jesus  is  Goming. 
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1.  LIU*    up  the  trum-pet 

2.  Ech  •   o  it. 

8.  Sound   it,  old        o  •  cean,    in     might  •  I  •   est    wave! 

4,  Soon  we'll  be  wing  •  ing      our    flight  thro*    the      air, 


hill  -  top!    pro -claim    it,       ye     plain! 
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gain;  Uheerup.  ye 

Je  •  sus  is  com-ing   a   •   gain;  Com-ing  in    glo»ry    the 

Je  •  sus  is  com-ing    a   •   gain;  Tell  to  the   is-landsaod 

Je  -  sus  is  com-ing    a  •   gain;  Meet  our  Be-  lov-ed,  His 
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Je  -  sus  is  com-ing    a  •   gain;    Cheer  up.  ye  pilgrims,  be 
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Joy  -  ful    and  sing,  Je  •  sus  is  com  -  ing  a  •  gain. 

Lamb  that  was  slain,  Je  -  sus  is  com  •  ing  a  •  gain, 

shores  that    ye    lave,  Je  •  sus  Is  com  •  Ing  a  •  gain. 

glo  •  ry,     to    share,  Je  -  sus  is  com-ing  a  •  gain. 
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sus     16      com  •  ing,        Je   -   sus     is 
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Je  •  6us  i6     com-ing       a  -  gain,     a  -  gain; 
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God  Be  With  You. 
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1.  God  be  with  you  till   we  meet  a- gain,    By  His  counsels  guide,  up- 

2.  God  be  with  you  till   we  meet  a-  gain,  'Neath  His  wings  se-cure-ly 

3.  God  be  with  you  till   we  meet  a- gain,  When  life's  per-ils  thick  can- 
't. God  be  with  you  till   we  meet   a  -  gain,  Keep  love's  banner  float-ing 
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hold    you,  With  His  sheep  se  -  cure  -  ly     fold  you,  God  be 

hide     you,  Dai  -  ly    man-na     still    pro  -  vide  you,  God  be 

found  you  Put    His  arms  un  -  fail  -  ing   round  you,  God  be 

o'er     you;  Smite  death's  threat'ning  wave  be-fore  you,  God  be 
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with  you   till  we  meet  again.  Till  we  meet, till  we  meet, 

Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet,  till  we 
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Till  we  meet  at   Je  -  sus' f  eet;  Till  we  meet, till 

till  we  meet;  Till  we  meet,  till 
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meet,  God    be  with   you     till     we    meet     a  -   gain. 

meet,  till   ir»  meet, 
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